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Survival of the Fittest 
by MeiMei Liu 
Welcome and thank you 
for coming. There is room for 
everyone - so gather around. 
The concrete is cold, but most of you 
have already adapted. Tonight we 
are reciting our history. We never 
want to forget how we came to be. 
Competition is what made us 
what we are. Competition is 
the interaction between organisms - 
in which both parties are harmed. 
Limited supply of resources 
causes the less suited species 
to die out - or adapt. We adapted. 
Our distant ancestors engaged in interference 
competition - tiny ants would mercilessly 
block the entrances of their enemies' colonies - 
until they starved. A more indirect 
scenario sees a species consume all 
the scarce resources, leaving none 
available for the competitor. 
How did it all begin? We are 
not quite sure. However, some 
light might be shed from this 
preserved artifact 
depicting a dark night, a white tower 
illuminated like a beacon of hope. 
A leafy tree stands guard 
over a bundle of rags lying 
on a concrete block. Nearby a more prime 
piece of real estate - a bench - 
is already staked out by a shopping 
cart filled with bedding 
and other necessaries. 
The image is accompanied by 
script: "Soaring rents push 
thousands into homelessness." Rent 
is a word - the meaning of which 
has been lost to us. But we can 
read the date, December 28, 2018, 
that marked the commencement of 
our transformation. We, in the cold, 
on the concrete, began to gain 
strength; our competitors, weakened 
by their comfort, began to die out. 
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Exodus 
by Gabriel Perez 
It's been about two years since Rocio 
split. As far as older sisters go, she was 
'ight, nothing to write home about, no 
more or less bearable 
than any other thin, freckle-faced, hotheaded, prieta Puertorriquena. 
Lips stained with regret and wounds of an 
accelerated childhood. Eyes glistened like sultry pools 
of starving burnt sienna. 
I didn't even trip. Not when she threw 
makeshift luggage into the faded gray Toyota pickup. 
Not when she withdrew without ever glancing back. 
Not even when 
the ramshackle truck disappeared into the thick morning 
haze, leaving in its wake nothing but an 
oil stain, the wistful taste of old car 
exhaust, lingering cloud 
of Camel Crush Blues choking the dawning sunlight, 
and the piercing stench of hope born of 
and borne by new beginnings. And just like 
that, another woman 
gone. Otra chingona: reclaimed, redeemed, remade. Sole sibling, 
sole keeper of me: torn out of our lives. Wrested from 
Papi's grasp. Forever beyond His reach—and mine. 
Spring 2019 1 11 
Multitasking on Mar Vista (for GJP) 
by Alejandra Roggero 
I wish I could drive up Mar Vista with my eyes closed. 
I want to take nudes for you, and I do 
but I don't press send. 
Don't even open up 
a blank message titled to you, 
don't even begin to address it, 
begin to explain, 
or apologize. 
My fingers smell like your cologne 
and I put them in my mouth, 
tilt my head back. 
I wish I could drink it. 
I want to cut them off but don't. 
I want to play "I Put A Spell On You" 
through my slick Civic speakers. 
I want you to feel the guttural 
and the longing 
under your seat. 
I feel it too: 
deep in the pit of my stomach— 
tonguing the skin behind my belly button, 
swirling. 
This is where I wish I could feel you always. 
Right now even, 
as I make this right turn. 
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At 20 
by Isabel Montero 
the young man moves the shaving brush 
in small rapid circles, 
lathering up the soap 
just like his father taught him when he was 13. 
He brushes the warm suds onto his cheeks, 
then under his nose, over his chin. 
He takes his double-edged razor 
and carefully places it upon his stubbly skin. 
"Downward strokes, always go with the grain," 
he chants to himself. 
Overconfident, he quickens his pace. 
His fingers slip 
and he feels the sharp tear of flesh. 
A dot of blood surfaces instantly. 
At 20, the same young man walks 
through a large grassy field 
in Vietnam, 
treading upon hard dry dirt and tall grass, 
stepping upon a soft piece of land. 
In an instant, 
he is lifted into the air and thrown back. 
Everything is numb. 
He doesn't want to look down, but does, 
and his legs have become party streamers 
and his left arm has become a snake 
wriggling around on its own. 
At 20, the young man takes 
a tiny piece of toilet paper 
and places it on his wound, 
staunching the blood. 
The pain of the nick 
slowly subsides. 
A few hours later, 
he walks outside 
completely forgetting 
the speck of paper 
still fixed to his cheek. 
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La luna dice que no es necesario a 
escuchar las mentiras 
Porque las mentiras vienen y van. 
No es importante a pagar atenciOn nunca mas. 
La Luna 
by Miranda Fonseca 
The Sun 
by Miranda Fonseca 
Brazen fire that cannot cease 
Causing chaos within a peace 
Brilliant, bright and lasting light 
Blindly follow it, day and night. 
Telephone Cables 
by Ariel Horton 
last night I had a dream that I fell down 
one of the steep and winding stairwells 
of the Posada de las Monjas; 
that I did so on purpose. 
today, Tony says something about 
death by hanging, and immediately, 
I see telephone cables tied in the shape of 
a noose on the wall behind him. 
as my eyes trace the beige and orange 
tangle of the killing-thing, the car you died in 
barrels through my torso 
again, and as the room fills up with 
the scent of singed hair and gasoline, 
my body becomes Nothing 
inside a container of atrophied skin. 
I can just barely feel my fingertips 
when I press them together 
to test if I am still alive. 
Flowerbed 
by Ariel Horton 
in bed, in the rain-film, we are awake. 
our touch is milky, soft and definite. 
as my hands cup protruding shoulder-blades, 
we are cherries, good flesh. tenderness. 
my heart unfolds just like a paper crane 
with one wing open, or a flowering fruit. 
you press your finger to my plumlike skin 
and I burst into nectar. membrane, juice. 
after we kiss, we are olive oil 
separating gently in a water bowl. 
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// hourglass // 
by Kristi Weyand 
I do not hold time in my hips 
I am more than a figure cloaked in cloth 
veiled by insecurities 
My curves are not for your kisses 
your eyes, or your hands 
My courage is deeper than my skin 
It's in my bones 
It's in my head 
I hold the world in my eyes 
and in my words 
I know the strength I carry 
if I so choose to wield 
I know it's tied to every piece of me 
not just that I love 
See, I am not a fruit 
waiting to be plucked 
And I am not a shape 
to be painted at your leisure 
I am more than a figure cloaked in cloth 
I do not hold time in my hips 
Pigs 
by Ariana Juarez 
Pigs will carry dead men's flesh 
Hide a woman's body 
And squeal as often as they are caught 
Pigs are revered and admired 
Washing the blood off their hands 
Men and women are buried, 
Their names thrown in mud 
Pigs will receive medals of honor, 
And paid leave, badges intact, 
As the dead turn into demons 
In the eyes of those who lick their boots. 
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Master Race 
by MeiMei Liu 
In the middle of the night, On their phones, 
In their bedrooms, 
They find you. 
Nightmare red Solo cups shape swastikas. Raised arms Sieg Heil. 
On Halloween a sophomore soubrette Comes to class dolled up as a 
Hitlerite. Lying on a football field, junior highers Mimic Klu Klux Klan 
lawn burnings. 
Atrocities fade far into the distance, 
No closer than the Civil War. 
"There's more ignorance in America Than evil." 
"Ignorance is the soil From which evil takes root." 
"Very sorry for my actions." 
"I have absolutely no sympathy for anybody who is offended." 
"It's OK to be white." 
"Just joking." 
(inspired by "O.C. incident shows tenuous grasp of history," 
in The Los Angeles Times, March 6, 2019) 
Paradise 
by MeiMei Liu 
Rust-colored ashes litter 
The foundations. The wind 
Is silent. 'What architect 
Built these households reduced 
To rubble? The ghosts have 
Vanished. No homes left to haunt. 
Fireplaces gone cold, Rosy 
Cheeks are absent cozy hearths. Metal 
Swing-sets are vacant their riders. Barbeques 
Hungry for heat have nothing to eat. Chain 
Link fences are unemployed 
Sentries. I listen to the news and gape 
At the images, unable to artfully express 
My distress. Can those who 
Lost rebuild their lives? Fire shares 
No memories. It simply sweeps away. 
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Ghazal's Night Out 
by Patrice Gomez 
We have been planning this for months and are going to our night out. 
Spend two hours beating our faces to look bomb, stunning on our night out. 
At the entrance the behemoth bouncer looks at us and asks 
"Baby aren't you a little young to be here?' and is shunning our night out. 
We finally go in, ear-damaging music explodes and we dance. 
We are the baddest bitches in this club and everyone knows we are loving our night out. 
6 Absolut shots, 3 oh no adioses, and a bottle of water changes the tone of the evening. 
A massacred heel, smelted cake face, and a porcelain throne is becoming our night out. 
Waking up is an agonizing resurrection and still in the vodka-smelling dress of shame. 
Congrats Patrice it's not fun befriending my hangover after our night out. 
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Habitación 45* 
by Alejandra Roggero 
He pecks his Aztec nose into 
my midsection like a seagull 
diving for a crab. 
Like Popocatepetl, he kneels 
in worship. 
The sand soft and salty 
around him, 
smelling like lechera 
and out-of-tune mariachi trumpets. 
Gatsby's Sonnet 
by Sarah Dorsey 
Can love withstand the test eternally, 
Unwavering against battles of time? 
Love more like that of a tender daisy, 
Faces a winning winter's paradigm. 
5 	 Impending doom to those too weak to bear. 
Flowers beautiful hath brief time to bloom, 
Lasting winter's clutch is wonderfly rare. 
Tis often the flower awaits the tomb. 
Thy love so resilient shall not wilt, 
10 	 Under great stress shines they love like a pearl. 
More radiant as the pressure is built. 
Thy love is now shown as petals unfurl 
So long as there is green'ry in mine eye, 
The flower of thy love shall never die. 
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En un laberinto muy famoso, 
Esta una Azucena hermosa, 
Y el laberinto de mil dioses, 
Se ha resuelto con su aroma. 
Laberinto Sevillano 
by Samuel Landa 
Dos De Mayo 
by Samuel Landa 
En un futuro muy cercano, 
Con una caña, en el bar sentado. 
Mi corazón a la izquierda, libreta y pluma en la mano, 
Al tomar cerveza ha Itegado, 
Una revelacion sobre la que amo. 
Que no me quiere y en eso aguardo, 
Mi corazOn y pluma, que ya no aguanto, 
El dolor de querer amarte tanto. 
En un laberinto muy famoso, 
En tierra ajena muy hermoso, 
Está sentada una bella Azucena, 
Y aunque en laberinto estoy Perdido, 
Enfocado en sus aromas vivo. 
Y a la realidad regreso. 
En el laberinto de mil dioses rezo, 
Que esta Azucena reconozca, 
Tiene un poder que sobresale el de los dioses. 
Que, aunque nadie ha salido de este laberinto, 
Sus hojas más complejas son. 
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Mi Español 
by Isa Castillo 
Las primeras palabras que bailaron dentro de mi boca 
It's a messy kind of Spanish 
the kind where if I talk too fast people don't always understand what I'm saying 
It was a Spanish that I learned by watching novelas, 
listening to Marco Antonio Solis, 
and cooking papas con chile verde with my grandma 
It was the colonizer's tongue; it destroyed and it killed 
It was a language in mourning that 
eventually turned into a love letter between my mother and father 
And was soon a lullaby sang to me 
Maybe that's why I love so recklessly 
Because pain was placed on my tongue before I ever learned to speak the words 
Muneca, cipota y chingona 
Names given to me as a child, that I wear proudly on my forehead 
Right next to the nopal and the jocote 
Mi espanol es mexicano, salvadoreno y americano, una revoltura total 
It's the language I use to cry and to hurt 
But it's also the one I use to love and to heal 
In Such a Deep Sea 
by Christopher Espinoza 
As I lay there dead, I cannot hate this withering visage 
I have become. No man, or member of humanity 
Will ever know the fluorescent beauty of my image. 
I am nothing but bones on the bottom of the sea. 
My fishtail bones glint when the sun's rays hit them. 
I see around my body there are now way too many fish. 
My pile of bones 
Now seems to be sprawling with life. 
Who has eaten my flesh 
Who let this seaweed grow through me 
Who took from my cranium my brain 
Who took from my chest my once 
Beating heart? 
Why am I laying there dead 
Why am I no longer a fair and beauteous maid? 
Looking down at my mermalien bones and upwards to 
the sky above- 
And so she transcends the 
oceanic current, where her mermalien spirit 
now ascends towards the heavens. 
There she now goes. 
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The Ballad of El Frijol 
by Jasmin Oceguera 
A tiny brown spotted morsel 
my mother liked to marinate in crema, 
but also the token for a game of loteria. 
These tiny nuggets were small enough to carry 
in my fist. But as I discovered 
they were also small enough to shove 
between the cracks of the sidewalk. 
On this day of frijol exploration my brother 
had become possessed by El Cucuy. 
The legendary goat sucker that drank Tio Pepe's 
dog, pulga. 
His hair was untamed from rolling 
around in his sleep. 
His nails scraped against the 
skin of the frijol and made a soft 
tapping sound. 
"Hey sis what do you think will happen if 
I shove this frijol up your nose?" 
Nothing good that's for sure. 
I shoved past my brother and raced out of 
the room as fast as my young legs 
could carry me. 
The house smelled like buttermilk pancakes 
and the sun had just poured into 
the kitchen on this early Saturday morning. 
Everything was tranquil in our small white kitchen 
until I zoomed past my parents 
who were innocently oblivious 
of the chaotic mind of their eldest child. 
"jNo corren en la casa!" mama shouted. 
My small legs began to tire 
from trying to outrun a dried-up frijol. 
I heard the slap of my brothers 
bare feet against the cold tile 
not far behind. 
I paused right in front of the door, 
My salvation, 
to catch my breath 
Only it was too long of a pause. 
He tackled me to the ground making 
my stomach rub against the itchy carpet. 
His laugh, boomed like the demonic howl 
Tio Pepe told me he heard the night Pulga 
was murdered. 
Using his skinny arm to anchor my head 
he shoves the frijol up my nose. 
I rush to the kitchen 
mama panics 
already thinking of the 
different ways the doctors will have to cut 
the bean out. 
El Cucuy momentarily leaves my brother's 
body 
and he apologizes to my mother for 
using the frijol for evil. 
Papa becomes an impromptu paramedic 
gives me a napkin 
and tells me to blow as hard as I can. 
I blow into the napkin until the rocky frijole 
flies out of my nose like 
A freed dove. 
"Haha that was cool! Do it again little sis!" 
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Pato, Pato, Goose 
by Jasmin Oceguera 
We sit in a circle under the hazy crepusculo 
todos los primos and one tb 
the grass is cold 
and we're the only ones loco enough 
to run on our bare feet 
como los Aztecas before us. 
Duck, Duck 
We have to maneuver around the dog mierda 
because el primo was too lazy to scoop 
them up before the party. 
Duck, Duck 
I really want a concha right now, one with 
bright pink grid lines across the top. 
I could also go for a vaso de leche. 
Duck, Duck 
My tio looks delightfully petrified as he does 
the sign of the cross, in an attempt to get 
Jesus to save him from becoming the 
Goose! 
He's been chosen. The goose chases the pato 
around our circle and we begin shout tips 
every time they approach an open seat. 
The pato runs for an open spot but he slips 
and goes rolling in the mierda zone. 	 4 
"Watch out for those caca stains!" 
The pato makes it. 
With one foot on the open seat 
and no dried mierda on his back 
A triumph. 
The First Snow 
by Maggie Keller 
Like skyscrapers on the mountain top, 
Like a little metropolis reaching into the clouds, 
the trees stood. 
Monstrous pine-filled branches reaching out to 
Say hello, waving with the wind, rising and falling 
Like waves on the sea. 
You came like the first snow of the season, 
Floating in like a whirlwind of shimmering magic, 
Sprinkling the pine-filled branches with a pale glow, 
And laying a blinding blanket of wonder over the old 
Autumn leaves that crackled like broken 
memories under your feet. 
The enchantment you brought into life did not float away. 
As the snow melted and the season changed, 
Bright, lively little flowers grew tall, bringing in a 
new kind of beauty with the clean warm breeze. 
Bloody Bathroom Mirrors 
by Gabriel Perez 
My mother's brush made me tough. 
She pulled and tugged and untangled 
with the bloodthirsty intimacy known 
only by madres y hijas. 
But I had to say something. My 
father and my mother's sister. 
What kind of hija would I be? 
My mother's brush taught 
me to keep my mouth shut. 
To grip the cracked 
porcelain counter 
and swallow the tears. 
Su esposo y su propia 
hermana. What kind of 
mother is she not to believe 
me? 
She pulled and tugged and 
straightened my voice—dark 
satiny Brown and stretching the 
length of the scars on my back. 
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Querida 
by Gabriel Perez 
Adrift in and sea of empty seats: 
threadbare cushions of ashen cloth 
bereft of cellulite cloaked in dull khaki 
pleat. Drenched in rigor mortis and acid 
regret. 
Absent its spray of bloodless rose, the box is 
simply that: cheap cardboard sepulcher 
swallowed by hell's stainless steel mouth. The 
Lost is scorched from earth and takes our roots 
with Her. 
[insert EFEF stanza here: poinsettias, faded 
cousin in leather jacket, Ma's old burgundy dress 
and burning tears] Grief steals breath and words: 
death's wolfish racket. 
Friday night BINGO flies higher than slaughtered 
Lamb. Mardi Gras rosary weighs more in Her 
daughters' hands. 
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Rhapsody in Gray 
by Ariel Horton 
"What state are we in right now?" 
"Nevada." 
"How many fingers am I holding up?" 
He thrusts his hand out and stiffens his 
grainy pink index and middle fingers 
before me. 
"Two," I yawn. 
I don't know why he still needs to ask me 
these rhetorical questions when I've been 
stabilized for three days now. I also think 
it's unjustified and a little melodramatic 
that I was made to ride with these large, 
stern men in the back of an ambulance. 
An ambulance would be much better 
spent on a person in real, imminent 
danger. A person under cardiac arrest; a 
person whose arm has been torn out of 
its socket; a pregnant person pushing out 
a small red body from her own. But the 
paramedics must think that if we drive in 
a car to the new hospital, I might unbuck-
le my seatbelt, open the door, and fling 
myself out—succeeding at the feat which 1 
failed on Tuesday. 
To be clear, I would never cause such a 
scene. I am very careful not to disturb 
the calm of things. A few times, I've been 
brought the wrong food at a restaurant, 
and I've never mustered the courage to 
say anything. I always just clean my plate 
quietly, complaisant to the pure, singular 
melancholy of paying to eat a meal com-
pletely different from the one I've been 
imagining all day. To tumble into traffic 
from a moving car is last on my list of 
unassuming, courteous ways to die. 
The intake lobby at Spring Grove Treat-
ment Center is a small gray cube lined 
with unusually dim fluorescent lights. 
On one wall there is a poster of a pallid 
woman smiling. Not a believable smile, 
but the smile of a person who is politely 
hiding her dismay as she thanks her waiter 
for the wrong food. The poster reads, "RE-
COVERY," in uppercase blue. There are 
white plastic chairs with no one in them 
but me and mom. She is so sorry this had 
to happen. She wants more than anything 
to help me but doesn't know how. She 
just wants her little girl to be happy again. 
Her breath falls on me with its always-
scent of 7-11 boxed chardonnay. That 
smell has followed me all my life, and now 
it has followed me here. I know I should 
feel remorse for what I tried to do that 
landed me in this place. And, in waves, I 
do. But right now, that smell makes me 
feel a little less guilty for what I tried, and 
a little more resentful that it didn't work. 
A door opens, and a tired-looking woman 
of fifty-or-so leans into the room and 
reads my name off a clipboard. It must 
be midnight by now, and I must be her 
last case of the night. She motions for me 
and mom to follow her and leads the way 
into her office. The gray walls are cubed 
around a mahogany desk with nothing on 
it but the basics: a monitor, a keyboard, 
a cup of pens, and a framed picture of a 
woman (who is her but a little younger) 
posing jovially with a clean-cut man and a 
little girl—all of them white shirt and blue 
jean-clad. 
The woman extends a dry hand. "Amelia, 
Ms. Howell, it's nice to meet you. I'm 
Ethel, Spring Grove's intake coordinator." 
Ethel goes on to tell us all the things I'm 
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in for over the next three-days-to-two-
weeks. She loosely goes over the schedule, 
following the text of a dated excel sheet 
with her cursor-7:30am wake up, 8am 
breakfast, 9am morning group therapy, 
lOam arts and crafts or exercise, 11:30pm 
lunch, 12:30pm outside time, 1:30pm 
afternoon group therapy, 3pm snacks, 
free time and individual therapy, 5pm 
counselor-led activity, 6pm dinner and 
family visitation, 7:30pm free time and 
medication, 9pm bed time. 
She hands me a stack of worksheets with 
titles like "Practicing Healthy Coping 
Mechanisms," and "The Power of Positive 
Affirmations," and "Learning to Identify 
Your Triggers," and questions like, "What 
do you do when you feel angry?" and 
"What is something you are especially 
good at?" and "Is it okay for people to 
touch you?" 
"It may look like a lot, but don't worry, 
you'll have all this done before you're 
out of here!" She tries a smile and when 
my mouth doesn't reflect it she suddenly 
changes her tone. 
"Now, if, after two weeks, we feel that 
Amelia has not sufficiently improved," 
Ethel shoots past me to my mother, "we 
will have to transition her to a long-term 
facility." 
This is spoken like a threat. 
My mom asks a lot of questions, about 
this threat and about everything else Ethel 
says to us. She asks how many books she 
can bring me from home, and if I will get 
a new prescription out of this because 
clearly my old one isn't good enough, 
and will she be able to talk to me on the 
phone. 
Three; yes; yes; each patient is allotted 
thirty minutes per day during one of the 
designated free times to contact immedi-
ate family. 
Mom goes on like this for almost an 
hour—talking frantically to keep me from 
slipping out of her grasp as long as she 
can help it. But eventually, she runs dry 
of aimless questions, and she relinquishes 
what little control of me she has left to 
Ethel. She squeezes me tightly before she 
goes, then looks at me helplessly to say 
she loves me more than anything, and 
she's sorry, again. Her eyes are crimson-
swollen from all the tears she's spilled 
over the last few days; from all the rest she 
missed insisting to sleep on the hard little 
window-seat in my first hospital room. 
I know it isn't her fault, and I know she 
needs me to tell her that it isn't her fault. 
But I don't. I just tell her I love her, too, 
and let the inadequacy of my words twist 
knives in us both. 
Once mom is gone, I am led into another, 
smaller cube, where a short robust woman 
with masculine hands is waiting for me 
in the darker gray. She does not smile or 
feign a smile as she gestures for me to re-
move my clothes and face the wall. Stand-
ing bare in my fifteen-year-old body, I feel 
my flesh hang limp off my bones, pale wet 
autumn leaves off trembling branches. 
She watches with a pretended gravity as 
she instructs me to spread my willow legs 
and squat down. As I do, a rust-colored 
string descends between my legs. At this 
age, I am still ashamed of the blood. And 
ashamed, now, of the woman behind me 
who knows I am bleeding. Her seeing of 
the string is worse than her seeing of all 
the self-made cuts and bruises decorating 
my thighs. 
"No tattoos?" 
"No." 
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"Okay," 
She grabs my arm and fastens a wrist-
band around it. Howell, Amelia. P. 
04/06/1998. 5'4. 116 lbs. Adolescent 
Inpatient. 
"You're done." 
I hurry to redress and I am ushered down 
a hail of lightbulbs flickering frantically 
like they're trying to warn me of some-
thing important in Morse code. The 
glazed eyes of a forty-something year old 
man look through a plexiglass window in 
the wall, and then look through me, as I 
pass. 
When I am dropped off at the adolescent 
ward, a woman in hot pink scrubs shows 
me to my bedroom. She sticks out hard 
against the backdrop of the room, which is 
small gray cube in keeping with all the oth-
ers. This cube has two beds with wrinkle-
free microfiber sheets; two nightstands 
with drawers that do not open; a bath-
room with a door that does not lock; and 
a window. The bottom half of the window 
is covered with a slab of metal so that sun 
can spill through the top but the people in 
the room cannot see outside—lest it tempt 
us somehow. 
One of the beds is already topped with 
a body, outlined under navy-blue covers. 
The empty bed next to it is mine, and 
I climb into it quietly. The mattress is 
hard, and for the first night I don't have a 
pillow. The hot pink woman doesn't care 
to notice this and I am too afraid to make 
any requests, so I fold up the top-sheet and 
slide it under my head. The fabric is pilled 
and it scratches my cheek like coarse sand, 
but I still don't ask for a pillow. I don't 
ask for a new tampon, either, though the 
white cotton between my thighs has gone 
red. I just soak in the dark discomfort 
of the night for the next six hours or so, 
not bothering to toss or turn—slipping 
sometimes into a dull half-awakeness, but 
knowing this is one of those nights where 
sleep will not come. That wishing for it to 
come will only make it retreat further into 
its far-off irretrievable place. 
At six-something in the morning, a nurse 
interrupts my non-sleep with a clattering 
cart of silver things. One of the things is 
a syringe, and he draws some of my blood 
out into it. Another is a stethoscope, 
which he presses coldly into me as he tran-
scribes my rhythm onto a chart. The last is 
one of those things that wraps around the 
upper arm and tightens like a snake. I roll 
over to face him as he pushes his cart to 
the bed beside mine, and I see for the first 
time the face of the body in the other bed. 
Her skin is a mellow, tawny brown, her 
head is close-shaved, and her eyelids look 
heavy. She puts up a lethargic fight, kick-
ing a little and pushing off the nurse for 
no more than a minute before she sleepily 
succumbs to him—calling him a fucking 
vampire as he sucks her blood into his 
little glass tube. It looks as though the 
limb he pricks is no stranger to needles;  
her forearm is blotted with tracks. Above 
them, on her bicep, there's a tattoo of a 
bird. A nightingale, I think. 
"Alright, Kay. All done! Was that so bad?" 
She spits at him. 
I want her. Or at least, I want to feel some-
thing, and there she is. 
After the nurse leaves Kay groans softly 
and buries her face in her pillow for a long 
while before she emerges and meets my 
eyes. 
"Hi," she says. Her voice is rough with the 
gravel of sleep, but still certain and strong. 
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"I'm Kay." 
"Amelia." 
[ ... ] 
We exchange all the mundane-but-
foremost details about ourselves. She's 
seventeen; two years my senior. I live ten 
minutes down the road; she lives an hour 
away in a dismal drive-by desert town that 
doesn't have a psychiatric hospital. This 
is my first and her third time at Spring 
Grove. 
Our small-talk is interrupted by a couple 
of voices in the hall, shouting that it's 
time to wake up and go to breakfast. My 
stomach protests at the idea of food but 
I begin with a great effort to lift my body 
out of bed. It's like I'm full of stones. 
Meanwhile, Kay slides out from under her 
covers and slips on a pair of velour shoes. 
She is tall in an overlarge white tee shirt 
that brushes her knees. She walks out into 
the slowly-assembling crowd of teenage 
girls without changing 
her clothes and asks if 
I'm coming, with an air 
of uncaring. I tell her I'll 
be out in a minute, not 
explaining why I need to 
change. 
I join the line of girls 
standing single-file along 
the wall outside my room 
and survey them all, one 
by one. There are nine 
others not including 
Kay. Most of them look 
younger than Kay and me, 
and many of them wear a lot of black and 
have hair that sweeps over their eyes. They 
all have matching wristbands. Some of 
the girls are talking, a couple hold hands 
(until a counselor separates them with, 
"No touching!") and all look as though 
they feel heavy and out of place. Many of 
their eyes seem to pause on me when they 
see me; I must be the only new body in 
the group. A few of the girls ask my name 
and why I'm here. I suppose the loaded 
question is customary—and they all eagerly 
interject their tales of suicide attempts 
and overdoses and starvation without be-
ing prompted. They boast their personal 
tragedies as though the saddest of them all 
will win a prize. 
We walk through the hall with the flicker-
ing lights and the man in the window 
(only it's a woman in the window now, 
with protruding bones and stringy red 
hair) to the dining hall. There are a 
number of small wooden tables with four 
blue plastic chairs each. On the back wall 
there are three paintings: a couple of 
small, plainly serene nature scenes, and a 
big childlike painting of an autumn maple 
whose branches are clumsily twisted to 
spell out "CHANGE." 
I leave my plate mostly 
empty, spooning myself 
a paltry serving of bright-
yellow eggs from a metal 
buffet pan and half of an 
untoasted bagel. When 
I ask if there is coffee I 
am told caffeine is not 
allowed. 
Kay sits with me and 
opens a grapefruit with 
her thumb (there are no 
knives here). I stare as her 
fingers sink through the 
deep-coral flesh, nectar and pulp dripping 
down her hand and mottled forearm. She 
bites into it, then, like an apple, removing 
another small patch of the rind before 
each bite. 
"Are your parents coming tonight for 
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visitation?" she asks through a mouthful 
of pink. 
"Yeah, I think my mom's coming," I say. I 
hesitate before I ask, "yours?" 
"Yeah, my mom's coming too. This is the 
first night she'll be here. Probably the 
only night." She shrugs this off. "It's a 
long drive but she said she'd come at least 
once. She's off tonight." 
Kay speaks without looking up from her 
grapefruit—which she's eaten very little of 
and is now smashing with a spoon. She 
tells me she can't stomach anything when 
she's in withdrawal; she feels nauseous 
and sour. The girl at the table next to us 
doesn't eat either, but pulls out Splenda 
packets from her pockets, one after an-
other, and swallows their contents, wiping 
the white granules from the corners of 
her mouth with a sleeve. I count thirteen 
packets in all, and she looks guiltier and 
guiltier with every one. 
I don't think most of us here have an 
appetite, and most among us who are 
hungry choose not to eat. 
Once we've all either had our fill our 
decided to remain empty, we trail back to 
the common room for group therapy. The 
therapist, Dr. Wilson, has long salt-and-
pepper dreadlocks and square glasses. She 
is kind and condescending all at once, 
and she tries hard to relate to us by saying 
things like, "Girl, I feel you." As we gather 
mandatorily in the common room, she 
gives us all different colors of chalk and 
tells us to respond to two questions on a 
large blackboard. 
1. 'Why are you here? (of course) 
2. What is your dream job? 
The swarm of girls fills the board to its 
edges with depression, journalist, engi-
neer, self-harm, schizophrenia, singer, 
anorexia, tried to kill myself, psychologist. 
I write overdose and author in orange. Kay 
writes heroin overdose and I don't know 
in red. We discuss our answers as a group 
for an hour. When Dr. Wilson asks the 
person with the orange chalk to speak, I 
insist that I didn't want to die, I just really 
wanted to sleep. Kay laughs at me for this. 
She doesn't believe me, and Dr. Wilson 
doesn't either. I am not sure whether I'm 
lying or not. 
The rest of the day is drawn well inside 
the lines of Ethel's excel sheet. At lOam 
we have art class. I make my hands red 
smearing oil pastels all over a blank page. 
Kay makes her hands yellow. At 11:30 
Kay and I sit together again over lunch—I 
eat rice and wet broccoli. 12:30 we go 
outside. Spring Grove's "outside" is a 
perfect square of very clean concrete, with 
cinderblock walls stretching high enough 
to block the true outside from view. There 
is a smaller square of pristine plastic 
grass at the center of it all, and the quiet 
blueness of the sky is visible only directly 
overhead. Some lanky college student 
volunteer plays John Lennon songs on a 
guitar. Afternoon group therapy is about 
coping mechanisms. We talk about how 
to breathe and count to ten instead of 
hurt ourselves. The evening, like the day, 
is a general haze of gray. I write things on 
Ethel's worksheets and a lot of profession-
als write things about me in notebooks 
and on pages attached to clipboards. 
After dinner a number of parents shuffle 
in to the dining hail and find who is 
theirs. They all look desperate or disap-
pointed or both. Mom, mostly desperate, 
brings me a photo she printed of the cat. 
To cheer me up. She asks me what I've 
done today, and I say nothing. She asks if 
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I've talked to anyone, and I point out Kay, 
who she then invites to sit with us. Her 
mom isn't here. 
At 10 in the night, when everyone has 
been tucked away into their respective 
cubes for an hour now, Kay asks if I'm 
asleep. I'm not. 
"Me neither. I can't sleep. The pills they 
give us are shit," she whispers. 
"Yeah." 
"Can I sit with you?" 
My heart unfolds a little. "Yes." I sit up 
to make room for her, pulling my knees 
against my chest as she moves into my 
bed. She seats herself cross-legged in front 
of me, and I click on the shatter-resistant 
lamp nailed down to my bedside table. 
Her skin glows deep in the pale fluores-
cent light. 
Kay and I extend the night far past the 
designated Bedtime. I read her poems 
from the Howl mom sent me from home 
and she reads me a few chapters from a 
Cat's Cradle she found on the library cart. 
We play gin rummy and war and when we 
can't remember how to play anything else 
we resort to go fish. 
When the night reaches its winter, I tell 
her about my dad. How, when I'd had a 
bad day at school, he used to stay up with 
me until three and show me movies he 
thought I would like. My Life as A Dog, 
a PBS filming of Hamlet, A Woman on 
The Verge of a Nervous Breakdown. And 
how I did. How I always liked them. I tell 
her how his bass drum laughter could 
have blanketed over a crowd of a hundred 
people and turned up the corners of every 
mouth among them. I tell her about how, 
now, I can't stop dreaming about him, 
bloodied in that shirt I picked out for him 
once at the thrift store, his body halved 
or badly folded or somehow otherwise 
mangled on the side of the road, his 
laughter gone and replaced by sirens and 
soprano brakes and howls. 
She tells me how her dad left when she 
was eleven; how he runs a brothel now. 
She says it's in a city where that sort of 
thing is legal, but he's just been arrested 
for having coke in his car. She tells me 
how her mom is worse and just hasn't 
been caught yet, how she first offered Kay 
a needle when she was fourteen. She tells 
me how her muscles ache here without 
it, how her lungs feel like mottled black 
tie-dye shirts bunched up in rubber bands. 
I think Kay is a top contender in the silent 
competition for Spring Grove's most tragic 
basket case. I feel sharp guilt when I real-
ize I want her even more because of this. 
I know that I'm romanticizing her. I know 
that I'm making her less like a person and 
more like a like a character; like a marble-
carved thing on a pedestal in my mind. 
But here, in the deep, biting numbness 
of this place, I find myself doing anything 
to test if I can still feel. And, for some 
reason, when I find that I can, I force 
myself to go further; to overflow into the 
outer-limits of feeling. . . like pressing on 
a bruise—lightly at first, but then harder, 
harder, until my whole body is indigo. 
For the rest of my time at Spring Grove, 
I mostly exist passively; compliant to the 
doctors and counselors and needles; tak-
ing my pills and always swallowing them; 
keeping quiet when I can. Four days wash 
over me bitter and lukewarm, and I don't 
move much under the currents. But with 
Kay, the water is sweet and untame, and I 
swim. 
On the fourth day, I almost let myself 
believe I love her. But of course, we're 
not in love. We may be in something that 
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feels almost like it—a new version of love 
we invented. Something much more than 
love, and much less than it, at once. Our 
senses are heightened because this is the 
first good thing either of us have felt in a 
long time; but diluted because of all our 
new pills, which are working hard to quell 
our usual modes of feeling. Being with 
Kay is like an ecstatic symphony distorted 
by worn-out car radio speakers. A rhap-
sody in gray. 
On the morning of my fifth day, 
as the man with the metal cart is scrib-
bling my vital signs, he jokes, "Aren't you 
glad this is the last time you'll be woken 
up with a stethoscope?" 
Later, Dr. Wilson confirms that I will be 
discharged tomorrow if I feel ready. 
"You have been very cooperative and we 
feel that you can go home safely without 
posing a threat to yourself or to those 
around you. We've set you up with your 
new prescriptions, and a referral to a 
wonderful outpatient therapist. Of course, 
we have talked to your mom and she will 
make sure that the house is safe, and she's 
promised to be there for you as you transi-
tion back into your day-to-day." 
I understand what she means by this is 
that I'm not the worst of the bunch and 
they need to free up my bed for a new, 
more desperate body. And as long as 
my mom hides all the steak knives and 
Ambien and maybe takes my door off 
its hinges, I shouldn't be back here for a 
while. At this point, the pills have done 
little more than make colors look duller 
than usual, but the therapist promises that 
after four to six weeks they will have taken 
their full effect. I wonder if, by then, the 
world outside will seem to me as gray as 
the world of Spring Grove. 
Mom will be drunk when I get home, but 
she really does love me, and she'll be there 
for me all she can, even if part of her is 
corked into a bottle. She's just as bad at 
coping as I am but (like Kay, I guess) she's 
found a way to numb her aches without 
ending them outright the way I almost 
did. 
Kay is staying indefinitely. It wouldn't be 
her first time in long-term. We break the 
no touching rule for the last time embrac-
ing solemnly in the common room before 
I'm escorted away for good. Three counsel-
ors see us—sunken together in each other's 
arms—but none protest. They let us have 
this. We break another rule to exchange 
phone numbers, but this, we do in secret. 
We will use those numbers to talk two or 
three times after she's out, but soon she'll 
fade away like all the rest of them whose 
names I don't remember and whose faces 
are a chalky blur. 
When I first told her I am going home, 
she looked at me like I'd betrayed her. 
And I felt that I had. I felt, for a moment, 
that I should stay. That I should force 
them to keep me longer; tell them that if 
they let me go now I'll jump from the first 
four-story window I find, But I don't. I let 
the leaving happen; I let them release me. 
And I have no plans to jump, or to do any-
thing else to that end. I think, all along, I 
truly did just want to get some sleep. 
1- 
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Tommy 
by CJ Esparza 
Tommy Klinghoffer has always privately 
credited a single day with making him the 
humble and thoughtful person he is noted 
to be: the day his mother hanged him. 
It was his fault, really. He was six or seven, 
and was one of six or seven kids. He 
couldn't be sure if that tall dark-haired 
man that would come visit the house in 
the morning and beg his mom for money 
was her eldest or just a stranger, 'cause 
mom always listened to him and gave him 
money, but then would hurriedly shoo 
him out of the house. Brothers and beg-
gars, mom always insisted that a true child 
of the Lord made no distinction between 
the two. 
Tommy initially had a hard time learning 
how to be so uninhibited in kindness. 
When he was six or seven he would often 
not even think of his mom. She only came 
into a place of priority for him when his 
stomach growled or when he became 
mesmerized by a toy he felt that he deeply 
needed to be able to sleep at night. At any 
other time, she was not worth the effort 
it took to be kind. Only dad, as imposing 
as ever, kindled that effort automatically 
from his children. When dad was in the 
house, Tommy's personality fit his size, 
and he was the quietest of all the kids. 
But once dad walked out the door into 
the dark clouds and blinding gray light, 
Tommy became intolerable, never once 
realizing that mom might already have 
enough to worry about with three little 
girls with budding chests and two teenage 
boys who came home dazed and smelling 
funny. 
That morning, mom was already wet in 
the eyes, having had one of her little girls 
wake up in a fury of pain from within and 
one of her boys insisting that his sister was 
experiencing this because there was no 
God. I mean, if God is good and loving, 
why would he let a little girl who did no 
wrong suffer so much shit? Huh, mom? 
Tommy had no idea this was all happen-
ing though. He woke to the regular chaste 
kiss on the forehead and heard the slam-
ming front door that was his cue to enter 
the stage to the Klinghoffer morning. He 
was feeling a bout of wicked energy; it was 
a sprouting boldness in his stomach that 
closed off his mind from the rest of his 
body and let him give himself permission 
to do not as he should, but as he pleased. 
He bolted to the kitchen, where he 
found mom washing dishes in an almost 
hypnotic motion. There was so much 
steam, the water must have been searing, 
but her listless forward stare gave no sign 
she was suffering. She wasn't even aware 
that Tommy had entered, which infuriated 
him. 
"I'm hungry," he whined, looking at her 
for an immediate solution. She glanced 
at him but said nothing. Keeping her eyes 
fastened out of the window ahead, she 
shook her head so quickly it was almost 
like a twitch. 
Well, that wasn't satisfying. Tommy lifted 
his foot and brought it down with all his 
might onto the dark green tiles below. 
"Mom! I'M HUNGRY!" 
Again, nothing. Infuriated, he decided 
that instead of acting big like dad, he 
should act little; yeah, that always seemed 
to get her attention. So he began to hop 
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rapidly in place, calling her all the while 
with all of his throat. "MOM! MOM! 
MOM!" 
Without warning, she slammed the plate 
in her hands onto the stained ivory basin, 
and the shattering sound drowned out 
Tommy's cries. She whipped around, bent 
down until she was nose to nose with him, 
and screamed "WHY CAN'T YOU JUST 
SHUT UP!?" 
He recoiled immediately, but she quickly 
caught his thin arm in her grasp. He 
yelped in pain, but she didn't let go. 
Thinking she didn't hear his warning 
cry, he began to wail as she dragged him 
by his arm into the 
living room. Dump-
ing him on the floor, 
she reached for the 
long brown piece of 
leather by the laundry. 
Tommy was trembling 
by then, silent except 
for the occasional 
involuntary hiccup of 
fear. She hauled him 
up, wrapped the leather 
around his stomach, 
and pulled him up 
on the sofa until she 
was in height with the 
low wooden beams that 
framed the emptiness where a ceiling 
should have been. Knotting the leather 
around the closest beam, Tommy gasped 
with each tug as he felt himself being 
lifted up, up, up, his feet squirming in 
desperation for solidity. 
She stepped down from the sofa, at first 
satisfied by the outcome of her work. But 
her genuine smile became a confused 
grimace as she took in the sight of her 
youngest dangling before her, and the real- 
ization of the faults and possible conse-
quences of her chosen punishment set in. 
How could she explain this? Tommy, now 
wet in the eyes and possibly in the pants, 
was the first to probe her for this, his 
expression confused but too intimidated 
to demand answers. 
She fumbled, looking aghast, and then 
said "well, you wanted to behave like an 
animal!" 
This meant nothing to him, but Tommy 
wondered if it should have, as mom 
turned on her heel after this, deciding 
their encounter was at its conclusion. He 
would hang there for the rest of the morn-
ing, first waiting for the 
ache of his throat and 
eyes to subside once 
he stopped crying, and 
then hoping beyond 
hope that someone 
might let him down 
to relive him from the 
deep scratching of the 
makeshift harness. But 
mom didn't come back. 
His siblings, although 
they indeed noticed 
him, did not even 
attempt to talk to him 
or even ask mom why 
he was up there. Tommy 
wondered if she was too busy for them to 
ask, as she flitted around the house with 
more enthusiasm than he'd ever seen her 
with. 
By the time dusk came, and his mother 
released him, Tommy could not take com-
fort in his freedom, or that his mother 
had chosen not to yell at him again, but 
returned to her usual habits of quietly beg-
ging him to behave before sending him to 
his room. He listened to her in complete 
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silence, his eyes cast down the whole time, 
apparently still fixated on the floor that 
had been his constant view that whole 
day. He carried this solemn atmosphere 
with him into his room, into his bed, 
which he could only lay in while curled 
UP, his back hunched to not provoke his 
aching neck and shoulders. He allowed 
himself to cry again. But it wasn't even the 
physical agony that riddled his body. 
Tommy had never quite understood 
why mom insisted that God needed his 
brother's belief. The grownups at church 
said God was the most powerful person 
ever, and that he lived up in a kingdom 
in the sky. He didn't need anybody to be 
powerful, but still demanded that every- 
body think of him, listen to him, obey 
him. And even though nobody could see 
God, it was a good thing to look up at the 
sky once in a while, to show him respect. 
Tommy thought he understood why, now, 
and felt very sorry for God. Because when 
he was hanging from the rafters, Tommy 
had been looking down upon everybody, 
and yet he didn't feel godly in any way. 
Because nobody was looking up at him. 
t 
Jane Austen's Narrator and Dialogue in 
Emma: The Great Duo 
by Connie Morales 
Novels have been around for quite 
some time now and have been an ever-
evolving format of storytelling. There isn't 
exactly a manual of formal rules dictating 
how many chapters, characters, or events 
should unfold within their pages, neither 
which type of point-of-view to use or tone 
the narrator should speak in. Writers have 
been granted the opportunity to experi-
ment with this, choosing which methods 
serve their work the most. One such 
pioneer was the famed Jane Austen who 
brought the notion of an all-seeing narra-
tor into her stories at a time when this was 
unheard of in literature. She was indeed 
an innovative author who made books 
out of ideas that many wouldn't have ever 
considered writing about and taught us 
that there was art to be found in even the  
most mundane aspects of life. Yet, she, 
like others who came before her, left us 
to ponder over the always unanswered 
question: just what is it that a novel can 
do for us that we can't find elsewhere? 
Perhaps it's in its ability to convey to its 
readers the lessons that its author wishes 
to instill. This possibility can be seen in 
Austen's Emma. 'While the heroine of this 
work may be unpopular in comparison to 
Austen's other protagonists, her tale raises 
significant questions on how a novel can 
function, as well as on the role we play in 
interpreting it. Through the use of both 
dialogue and an omniscient narrator in 
Emma, Austen instructs her readers on 
how to be objective and take numerous ac-
counts into consideration when evaluating 
the validity of characters. 
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To those who are familiar with the 
tale, one detail that may easily stand out 
is how much dialogue occurs in it as op-
posed to the norm of centering narratives 
around a sequence of actions that many 
earlier novels employ. Although we may 
find the interactions between characters to 
be comedic and of little consequence, they 
serve a much larger purpose in speaking 
to the reader. How people communicate 
provides much insight into who some-
one is as a person. It is in the everyday 
conversations that Emma has with her 
acquaintances that the story finds its 
means of progressing and lecturing us on 
being mindful in our interpretation of 
information. Dialogue does this in two 
ways. Primarily, by allowing the figures to 
characterize themselves in the arguments 
they present and the responses they have 
towards each other. Secondly, by providing 
us with a way to observe the transforma-
tion of the protagonist. 
There are numerous conversations in 
which there are subtle hints at what the 
author hopes to achieve in her audience's 
response to the work and that help define 
the traits of characters and their relation-
ships to each other. One can be observed 
in the scene of Emma's attempt to capture 
a portrait of Harriet. As she takes on 
this task, she has "great confidence of it 
being a very pretty picture" (Austen, 40), 
though her spectators seem to offer dif-
ferent opinions of her work. While most 
tend to be kind in their critique, it's clear 
that they don't see her being as talented 
as she thinks herself to be. For example, 
Mrs. Weston says "the expression of the 
eye is most correct, but Miss Smith has 
not those eyebrows and eyelashes. It is the 
fault of her face that she has them not 
(Austen, 41). The verbalization of Emma's  
error seems to be meant as construc-
tive criticism, however, it also redirects 
the blame to an aspect beyond anyone's 
control by saying that Harriet's face is the 
problem. Mrs. Weston's comment shows 
how she is protective of the protagonist as 
she begins by first giving a compliment be-
fore speaking about the flaws in the draw-
ing. Her choice to defend Emma's skill by 
"sugarcoating" the truth suggests that she 
is too affectionate towards the heroine to 
provide a fair judgment of her. This serves 
to inform us that since she is clouded by 
her emotions, we should look elsewhere 
if we want a more accurate depiction of 
events. The ways in which Emma reacts to 
the reviews of her painting are also telling 
of her shortcomings. When her father 
brings up a small issue with the scenery, 
she immediately invalidates it with her 
own one-sided reasoning. "It is supposed 
to be summer... Look at the tree" (Austen, 
42), she replies without even considering 
that perhaps she should listen to him. She 
cannot tolerate even the smallest implica-
tion that she is flawed in any form as she 
either ignores them or argues why she is in 
the right. This supports Booth's statement 
that "charming as she is, she can [not] see 
her own excessive pride honestly... She 
is deficient... in self-knowledge" (244). 
Her inability to value the thoughts of 
others should signal to the reader that 
we shouldn't take her at her word and 
that she has an incorrect internal view of 
herself that needs to be resolved. We're 
not expected to agree with her, but rather 
follow her on her journey to realize her 
own shortcomings and to reform her char-
acter. This pushes us to reflect on how we 
ourselves perceive her and in turn, asks us 
to further analyze the input of others to 
form a fuller understanding of who she is. 
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The conversations described above also set 
us up to examine the change she under-
goes by the end of the novel. 
Dialogue doesn't just provide us with 
a profile of Individuals, it can also be 
observed to interpret the evolution of 
them. Such an example can be found in 
the manner that Emma expresses herself 
towards Knightley after her realization 
of her feelings for him. At this point, 
gone is the girl who believed herself to 
be incapable of flaws and in her place is 
someone mature enough to take respon-
sibility for her mistakes. This becomes 
evident in her attempts to regain the trust 
of Mr. Knightley. As they walk, she herself 
offers criticisms of her past actions while 
he instead remains silent for a time. "I 
have not forgotten that 
you once tried to give me 
a caution.—I wish I had 
attended to it-.but---I seem 
to have been doomed to 
blindness" (Austen, 401), 
she offers as a way of 
making amends with him. 
This deviation from their 
usual pattern of conversa-
tion is a clear indication 
that she has at last com-
pleted her transformation. 
We share in the possible 
shock that Knightley 
seems to exhibit at Emma's new behavior 
and it leads us to acknowledge that she 
does have the desire to correct herself and 
now wishes to learn better habits. This 
device is significant to understanding the 
mindset of and relationship dynamics 
formed by Miss Woodhouse and others 
around her, however, it can't accomplish 
this entirely by itself. In order for it to be 
truly effective, it needs the support of one  
of Austen's greatest contributions to the 
novel, the omniscient narrator. 
The concept of telling a story through 
your own eyes isn't anything foreign, we 
do this frequently in our conversations 
with friends and family, but a narrator 
who sees through the eyes of multiple 
individuals is definitely outlandish. 
When we encounter a story told in the 
first person POV, it's indicated that the 
character whose mind we're in is someone 
who we may be able to relate to and who 
we should feel sympathy for. Narratives 
that are structured in this way com-
monly tell of a "Cinderella" figure who 
rises above their hardships and typically 
teach their readers a lesson in not giving 
up and following a set of morals. This, 
however, isn't always the 
case when it comes to an 
omniscient narrator. The 
mere act of incorporating 
this type of point-of-view 
into your story suggests 
that the thoughts of other 
characters should be paid 
attention to and that care-
ful consideration should 
be applied to the judgment 
of the lead role. It provides 
us with more of a platform 
to question whether or not 
we agree with the decisions 
being made and serves as a form of self-
reflection. In this text, the narrator func-
tions in three possible roles in delivering 
messages to the audience. First, it invites 
the reader to join in on its observations of 
its fictional world and makes us an active 
participant in critiquing the characters. 
Second, it indicates how laughter at 
the heroine is not only acceptable, but 
expected, this allows us to be more objec- 
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tive towards the plot we follow. Thirdly, 
it constructs its statements in a way that 
clearly offers its own opinion while still 
leading us to ask ourselves whether or not 
we agree. 
From the very first moment that we 
are introduced to the protagonist we know 
that this is not a story where we'll be able 
to just play the role of passive spectator. 
No, here we'll need to put in a bit of effort 
to truly comprehend what's being written 
between the lines. After being given a 
portrayal of a young woman who has "very 
little to distress or vex her" (Austen, 1), we 
are told that her lack of self-awareness in 
her faults will bring trouble to her in the 
future. "The real evils... Were the power of 
her having rather too much her own way, 
and a disposition to think a little too well 
of herself", we are told by a hidden figure. 
This can be seen as a foreshadowing that 
warns us of the errors Emma's pride will 
eventually lead her into. More impor-
tantly, however, it notifies us that the 
voice we are hearing from has much more 
information on the characters than they 
themselves have and leads us to acknowl-
edge this speaker as the central figure of 
authority. It is in the way she compares 
how Emma is viewed by the public to 
her actual way of being (Austen, 1) that 
the narrator conveys that we are to share 
in her privilege of having access to the 
thoughts of multiple individuals, at least 
partially. When reading a novel written in 
the first person, our perspective is limited 
and we have no choice but to trust what 
the protagonists see, making us as oblivi-
ous to the dangers that lie ahead as they 
are. This may help us relate or sympathize 
with them, though it doesn't leave too 
much room for debate on how we should 
judge their actions. Having access to vari- 
ous perspectives on the other hand, gives 
us the option to explore a number of sides 
to the story in a less restrained manner. 
In Emma, the author offers four differ-
ent speakers in the first chapter alone, 
them being the heroine, Mr. Woodhouse, 
Mr. Knightley, and the mysterious spy 
watching them all. Oberman believes that 
when the narrator is heard, he or she is 
"continually forcing the reader to consider 
multiple points of view, pointing out 
each character's perceptive limits" (10). 
This may be done to allow us to think 
for ourselves and to decide how we want 
to understand the story. However, it may 
serve another purpose as well. There's a 
possibility that in being presented with 
a mixture of voices, "the reader is subtly 
trained to develop the trait that Emma 
lacks, the ability to see beyond one's own 
mental confines" (15). This brings to light 
the fact that we need to listen to what oth-
ers have to say because we can't efficiently 
fit all the pieces of the puzzle together by 
ourselves. 
Besides the alternating of voices 
exhibited, we are further encouraged to 
step out of our own shoes and be more 
objective through the humor that the 
storyteller includes in their statements. 
This is displayed in an encounter Emma 
has with Mrs. Elton. After having a 
"polite" discussion with this newcomer, 
our protagonist goes on to label her as an 
"insufferable woman!... A little upstart, 
vulgar being" (Austen, 261). She then 
continues on a long rant, listing all the 
low qualities of the newlywed whom she 
(wrongfully) associates with Harriet's 
misfortune (Austen, 261-262), until she 
is interrupted by the ever-present com-
mentator. The scene could be compared 
to going out and seeing a toddler throwing 
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a temper tantrum because of her wish for 
a new toy going unfulfilled and seeing her 
parents just shrug it off. Not that an upset 
child should be deemed comedic in any 
way, but there are times when they cry 
as if the world was ending over some-
thing that seems so minor to us (my little 
brother and sister come to mind). This is 
the impression we are given when Austen 
cuts off Emma midsentence and describes 
how all of Emma's grievances "ran so 
glibly through her thoughts, that by the 
time her father... was ready to speak, she 
was very tolerably capable of attending 
[to him]" (Austen, 262). According to 
Oberman, the narrator is able to "to seek 
out and enjoy absurdities while moving in 
and out of characters' consciousnesses in 
order to show how unintelligible our own 
motives and actions frequently look from 
the outside" (13). The fact that Emma 
isn't allowed to finish her complaints 
indicates that we aren't supposed to take 
Emma's outrage seriously. In addition, the 
use of the word "glibly" in describing the 
nature of Emma's protests against her new 
acquaintance dismisses it as being irratio-
nal and implies that her frustrations are 
merely superficial. This can lead us to en-
vision Emma as a bit ridiculous and has a 
comical effect on the moment. It reminds 
us that we shouldn't form a negative view 
of Mrs. Elton based off of Emma's dislike 
of her. Instead we should turn to others 
to piece together a more comprehensive 
understanding of not only Mrs. Elton's 
qualities, but how and why she affects 
Emma as well. Humor plays a huge role in 
that it lets us "laugh at the mistakes com-
mitted by the heroine... Without reducing 
the desire to see her reform and thus earn 
happiness" (Booth). Comedy can guide 
us through seeing past the biases of some 
characters, still, there are times when we 
are directly told how to analyze a scene. 
In addition to the tactics described 
above, the way in which the speaker 
constructs and delivers their observations 
to their audience is yet another method of 
pushing us to take charge of our reading 
experience. This is exemplified in what is 
likely known as the most significant scene 
in the novel: the proposal. The reason 
for this being such a climactic moment 
is that it represents Miss Woodhouse's 
long-awaited transformation coming full 
circle. As Booth puts it "the chief correc-
tive is Knightley... and her respect for his 
opinion.., is one of our main reasons for 
expecting her to reform" (253). In the 
prospect of forming a union with the only 
man who points out her deficiencies, she 
seems to express a need to improve herself 
and the narrator appears to agree with this 
by taking on the position of the "knight in 
shining armor". This is illustrated in the 
observation made on Emma's response to 
his asking of her hand. Here, the voice-
over answers their self-formed question, 
"what did she say?—Just what she ought, of 
course. A lady always does" (Austen, 406). 
This isn't a subtle suggestion of how we 
should consider the protagonist's behav-
ior, but rather provides us with an explicit 
statement in favor of her acceptance. How-
ever, we have learned over the course of 
the reading that the voice of one individu-
al is never enough to construct a complete 
assessment of anyone or anything. The 
narrator points out to us that "seldom can 
it happen that something is not a little dis-
guised, or a little mistaken" (Austen, 407). 
This, once again, reinforces the idea that 
we cannot rely on just one outlook when 
developing our perspective of characters. 
This means that we are left to come to our 
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own conclusion of whether or not marrying Knightley is truly an appropriate action for 
the heroine to take. 
In conclusion, the central figure in Jane Austen's Emma may have been taught a 
lesson on the importance of being self-aware and of holding herself accountable for her 
blunders, but she is not the sole beneficiary in her creator's writing. We too come away 
with a valuable insight on how literature can teach us to keep our minds open. The 
author may have set out to create an unlikable heroine, however, her use of dialogue 
and an omniscient narrator nonetheless made for a narrative which we can both delight 
in and learn from. 
Bibliography 
Austen, n, Jane. Emma. Oxford Univ. Press, 2008. 
Booth, Wayne C. "The Rhetoric of Fiction." The University Of Chicago Press, 
1961, pp.  243-266. 
Oberman, Rachel Provenzano. "Fused Voices: Narrated Monologue in Jane 
Austen'sEmma." Nineteenth-Century Literature, vol. 64, no. 1, June 
2009, pp.  1-15., doi:10.1525/ncl.2009.64.1.1.. 
A Man More Sinned Against than Sinning 
by MeiMei Liu 
King Lear, in Shakespeare's play of 
the same name, claims that he is a man 
more sinned against than sinning - but is 
he? Although Lear is one of Shakespeare's 
most acclaimed plays, it is also among his 
most problematic. No small part of this 
is due to the fact that two extant texts 
exist, which include differences sufficient 
to alter the play's interpretation. The 
characterization of Lear - feeble old man 
victimized by elder abuse versus egomania-
cal tyrant who recognizes the error of his 
ways too late - colors audience empathy 
and, thereby, the play's dramatic message. 
Lear as victim - more sinned against than 
sinning - arouses sympathy, but does that 
lead the audience toward the intended  
learning experience? A warning against 
aging poorly hardly seems worthy of the 
bard. However, a call to examine the 
pitfalls of pride and ego which blind judg-
ment is worthy of consideration - for each 
of us are subject to them. Accordingly, 
Lear the tyrant has more to offer than 
Lear the victim, and his claim that he is 
more sinned against than sinning should 
be perceived as yet another delusion 
from which Lear must liberate himself, 
rather than as a definition of character. 
Lear's recognition of his delusions can be 
strengthened or weakened by the portrayal 
of his daughters, in particular Goneril. If 
Goneril is too evil, Lear's culpability for 
his actions is undermined and, thereby, 
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so is his growth. If Goneril is the actual 
cause of his demise, Lear's revelations are 
diminished in significance. Hence, an 
edit that aims to heighten Lear's self-
realization must pay careful attention to 
the development of Goneril - and her 
husband Albany. Goneril must be formi-
dable, but not monstrous. 
The interplay of Goneril and Al-
bany with Lear in Act 1, scene 4, serves 
to develop Lear's character and is por-
trayed quite differently in quarto and 
folio. Complaining about his hosts' 
hospitality, in the quarto, Lear is polite: 
he acknowledges Albany's entrance: "0 
- sir, are you come?" He requests, rather 
than commands, Albany to prepare his 
horses: "Is it your will that we - prepare 
my horses" (Qi: 4.236-257). The use of 
the third person plural pronoun "we" 
suggests that Lear is asking permission 
of Albany. In the folio, however, Lear 
orders, without respect or consideration: 
"Is it your will? Speak, sir, - Prepare my 
horses" (F: 1.4.219). In the folio Albany 
is assigned the line: "Pray sir, be patient" 
(1.4.223), which can only be a response to 
an impatient Lear whose behavior breaks 
with appropriate guest decorum. In the 
quarto Albany stands by silently, in the 
folio Albany stands up to Lear. As Lear 
continues to rant about the poor service 
he is receiving, Albany, in both quarto and 
folio, states that none of this discourtesy is 
his fault: "My lord, I am guiltless, as I am 
ignorant," but in the folio he adds: "Of 
what hath moved you" (F: 1.4.236), which 
provides a cue to the portrayal of Lear at 
this moment. The few extra words signal 
just how unruly Lear's behavior is, which 
shifts Lear's portrayal from a cranky old 
man to a tyrant who is emotionally out of 
control; his loss of emotional control is  
signaled by the use of the word "moved." 
Albany is used as a dramatic barometer for 
the extent of Lear's ill-mannered behavior 
as presented in the folio. Therefore, the 
folio insertions into the text are needed 
to define Lear - not as a feeble-minded 
old man having a tantrum, but instead as 
a monarch who feels his dignity has been 
insulted. As such, Albany's call for Lear's 
patience in the folio, as well as Lear's 
more abrupt address to Albany at the head 
of the scene, should be used in favor of 
the quarto's softening of Lear's character. 
In the quarto, Goneril defers to her 
husband's opinion, which reflects a degree 
of respect for him. When Lear stomps off, 
in the quarto, Goneril exclaims to her hus-
band: "Do you mark that, my lord?" (Qi: 
4. 289). However, in the folio "my lord" 
is absent. In the folio, Goneril not only 
does not address Albany with an honor-
ific, she does not address him at all; she is 
not asking for his opinion. When Albany 
lets his wife know that he cannot always 
take her side, in the quarto, Goneril 
says: "Come sir, no more," implying that 
she does not want to discuss the matter 
further. However, in the folio, Goneril's 
address to her husband is more abrupt: 
"Pray you, content" (F: 1.4.276). Not only 
is the honorific "sir" missing, but also, in 
essence, Goneril tells her husband to shut 
up. The development of Goneril's char-
acter must be carefully considered: how 
submissive should she be to her husband? 
If she appears less respectful or obedient, 
more self directed and empowered, her 
affair with Edmond is better motivated. 
Accordingly, in order to develop the con-
flict between Goneril and her husband, 
the folio text is here preferred. 
The folio also provides additional 
speeches for Goneril, to which Albany is 
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dismissive of his wife's concerns, further 
developing their relationship in a way 
that is not pursued in the 
quarto. In lines 285-290, 
Goneril expresses her fear 
that allowing her father 
to maintain a hundred 
knights under their roof 
is a serious liability. In 
Lear's capricious state 
of mind, he could turn 
on them at any moment, 
placing them in real 
danger. Albany replies 
that Goneril is likely 
worrying about noth-
ing: "Well you may fear 
too far" (F: 1.4.291). His 
cavalier response belittles 
his wife's concerns, making Albany a less 
sympathetic husband and, thereby, further 
motivating Goneril's desire to make alli-
ances outside her marriage. 
Goneril's response to her husband's 
nonchalance, as inserted in the folio, 
adds further nuance to her character's 
development, revealing that she is not 
a one- dimensional villain, but has real, 
tenable, reasons for her behavior toward 
her father. Goneril responds to Albany 
that she would rather be safe than sorry: 
"Safer than trust too far" (F: 1.4.292). 
She asks that she be allowed to "take away 
the harms" that she fears, rather than wait 
for things to develop. Her words portray 
Goneril as not only cautious, prudent, 
and logical, but also anxious. Her con-
cerns about their safety appear justified 
when she characterizes Lear's frame of 
mind as capricious - as opposed to merely 
feebleminded. She notes that his temper 
changes on every "whim," "dream," 
"buzz," "fancy" "complaint," and "dislike." 
None of these words suggest a Lear with 
diminished capacity but instead connote 
a king's arrogance and 
arbitrary demands; which 
legitimizes Goneril's con-
cerns, and makes her ac-
tions seem less arbitrary 
and more sympathetic. 
The inserted speech 
also allows Goneril to 
voice her fear that her 
sister may not support 
her: "If she sustain 
him and his hundred 
knights/When I have 
showed th' unfitness-" 
(F: 1.4.295-296). The 
inclusion of these lines 
serves to further develop 
the increasing enmity between the sisters. 
Goneril does not finish her sentence; 
 as if 
she is uncertain what action she will take 
if her sister betrays her. The implication 
is that Goneril is overwhelmed by her wor-
ries. She is characterized here as a woman 
who, like her father, fears a lack of loyalty 
within the family. Furthermore, these 
lines lay the groundwork for Goneril's 
distrust of Regan, which will ultimately 
end in murder. Therefore, including the 
folio insertions better defines Goneril's 
relationship to her husband - and to her 
sister - as well as justifies her treatment of 
her father. The inclusion of these lines 
indicates a portrayal, which is not that of 
an unfeeling villain, but instead that of a 
woman plagued by suspicion and anxiety 
- making her more understandable. As 
such, including the folio variations better 
explores the emotional complexity of 
Goneril's actions while simultaneously 
laying the culpability for Lear's missteps 
at his feet - rather than placing them in 
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Goneril's hands. 
Another crucial scene to consider in 
the development of Goneril and Albany's 
relationship is Act 4, scene 2, in which 
Goneril reveals her passion for Edmond 
and argues with her husband. In the 
quarto Albany's role is much embellished 
and his scathing tirade against Goneril 
paints her not only as an unnatural vil-
lain, but also as the actual cause of Lear's 
demise. His vitriolic speech is filled 
with poetic fire, but is inconsistent with 
the portrayal of Goneril in Act 1, scene 
4 - as edited above. Moreover, Albany's 
outburst in the quarto contradicts his 
milquetoast portrayal elsewhere in the 
play. When Goneril informs Edmund that 
she must return home to "change names" 
and "give the distaff/Into my husband's 
hands" ((F: 4.2.17); she makes clear that 
she will upend the usual gender roles, tak-
ing charge of the preparation for war while 
relegating to Albany the spinning needle 
and placing him in a wife's subservient 
role. The quarto undermines this role 
reversal slightly by using the word "arms" 
in place of "names." The folio version 
more strongly suggests an upheaval in tra-
ditional roles, and, thereby, more strongly 
motivates Goneril's daring both in taking 
on her husband's military role and her 
decision to go outside her marriage. 
The folio emphasizes Goneril's pas-
sion for Edmond, which defies both her 
own marriage and her sister's interest in 
Edmond. The folio edition inserts the 
line: "0, the difference of man and man!" 
(F: 4.2.27); that is, what a difference 
between Edmond - who she perceives 
as a real man - and Albany - who she 
perceives as a milquetoast. The folio ver-
sion of line 29 (4.2): "My fool usurps my 
body," differs in only one word from the  
quarto edition, but that word speaks vol-
umes. Instead of "fool," the quarto uses 
"foot" suggesting that a subordinate part 
of Goneril's body is in control of the rest 
of her - that perhaps her desire for Ed-
mond now controls her reason. The folio 
version, on the other hand, makes plain 
that the reference to a fool is, indeed, Al-
bany, and that Goneril certainly views her 
husband as a fool. Moreover, she views 
him as a usurper of the dominion over 
her own body - a dominant position she 
will no longer tolerate. The folio version 
presents a Goneril inflamed with passion, 
willing to defy convention, and forthright 
enough to follow her heart, which is 
justified by the indifferent attention she 
receives from her mild and weak husband. 
That portrayal, however, is undermined in 
the quarto edition. 
In the quarto Albany delivers a multi-
speech tirade that contradicts Goneril's 
portrayal of her husband as a milquetoast 
and weakens Goneril's motivation for an 
extra-marital alliance. Both the quarto 
and folio include Albany's concern over 
Goneril's mood: "I fear your disposition" 
(Qi: 16.31). In an edit developing the 
testy, untrusting, relationship between 
Albany and Goneril that line should 
remain. However, from there, the quarto 
Albany launches into an attack on Goneril 
that significantly alters her portrayal thus 
far edited - as well as his. First, Albany 
accuses his wife of upsetting the natural 
order and defying both her gender role 
and her filial piety (Qi: 16:32-36); to 
which Goneril replies: "No more. The text 
is foolish." Albany asserts that it is only 
Goneril who perceives her father's wisdom 
and goodness as evil - because she herself 
is evil. Albany viciously condemns his 
wife, charging her with the abuse of a 
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with her "barbarous, most degenerate" 
actions (Qi: 16:37-42). Albany's charac-
terization of Lear as a kindly old man, not 
responsible for his actions, subverts Lear's 
responsibility for his own behavior, which, 
in turn, weakens Lear's necessary revela-
tion, reversal, and redemption. Blaming 
Goneril for Lear's mental instability and 
breakdown undermines Lear's culpabil-
ity. The accusation also undermines the 
portrayal of Goneril who the audience 
now perceives, following the edits of Act 
1, scene 4, to have acted out of anxiety 
and frustration - as opposed to evil 
intent. In addition, the accusation seems 
far too forthright from a man whose wife 
perceives him as useless. 
The quarto edition presents a relent-
less Albany, who continues to pursue an 
attack from multiple venomous vantage 
points, mirroring the viciousness of which 
he accuses his wife - a portrayal not in 
keeping with the current edit. Albany 
equates Goneril to a vicious predator, 
a tiger, and then - as if that were not 
enough - he likens her to a sea monster, 
whose evil is so mindless it preys upon 
itself. He threatens her with divine retri-
bution (Qi: 16:42-49). Goneril responds, 
in both versions of the text, by summarily 
dismissing Albany, a "milk-livered man," 
who has misplaced ideas about honor. 
In the quarto, rather than defend herself 
against his accusations, Goneril admon-
ishes Albany for his failure to take steps 
to meet France's invasion. She calls him 
a moralizing fool, who debates the whys 
and wherefores rather than takes action 
(Qi: 16.52-58). In both quarto and folio, 
Albany calls her a devil; Goneril calls him 
a fool. In the quarto, Albany threatens to 
kill his wife, stating that he abstains only  
because she is a woman (Q 1: 16.61-66). 
Albany's violent threat, that he would tear 
his wife's flesh from her bones, appears to 
violate what has already been established 
as a decorous, restrained - and henpecked 
- husband. 
In an edit that chooses to portray 
Goneril's vulnerabilities, Albany's accusa-
tions go too far, creating inconsistences 
that are too difficult to reconcile. If 
one supports Goneril's contention that 
her husband is a weakling, sufficient to 
motivate an extra-marital affair, Albany's 
fiery speeches are contradictory, creating 
a gap in verisimilitude. Furthermore, in 
the quarto Albany is too formidable an 
adversary to Edmond. If Albany were to 
show such fortitude, Goneril would not 
likely want to turn the family gender roles 
on their heads - there would be little need 
to do so. Accordingly, Albany's attack on 
Goneril should be cut, including lines 
Qi: 16.32-36, 38-49, 61-66. However, 
Goneril's quarto lines that repeatedly refer 
to her husband as a fool, and accuse him 
of failing to prepare for France's invasion, 
should remain (Qi: 16.52-58). 
Furthermore, in keeping with a more 
timid portrayal of Albany and a more 
sympathetic portrayal of Goneril, as well 
as bearing in mind the assignment of 
concerns about France's invasion already 
given to Goneril earlier in the play, 
Albany's concern with France's affront in 
scene 22 of the quarto (not found in Act 
5, scene 1 of the folio) should be excised. 
For Albany to voice concern over the 
impending war elevates him to a position 
of political power that is inconsistent 
with Goneril's previous description of his 
character. If Albany were a refined states-
man, bold military leader, and a husband 
capable of keeping his wife under his 
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thumb, he would be a worthy opponent 
to Edmond, but as it turns out, he is not. 
A weak Albany gives more meaning to 
Regan's line at the opening of Act 5, scene 
1, in which Regan expresses a fear that 
Albany has met with some mishap: "Our 
sister's man is certainly miscarried" (F: 
5.1.5). The use of the word "miscarried" 
has strong connotations with the untimely 
and unfortunate end of a pregnancy;  
that is, with the affairs of women. Using 
this word to describe Albany's situation 
further emasculates him. Accordingly, in 
the present edit, Albany's final lines of the 
play should go to Edgar. 
Although Albany does go to war with 
French, he must employ Edgar to fight 
for his honor against Edmund; in other 
words, the action of the play suggests 
that Albany is, indeed, something of the 
milquetoast Goneril complains he is. 
The quarto's presentation of Albany, as a 
strong forthright presence, would seem to 
warrant his selection as a mouthpiece for 
political stability and closure of the play's 
events. However, such a portrayal both 
contradicts Albany's characterization in 
the current edit and too far undermines 
a less demonic Goneril, which in turn 
would undercut Lear's emotional journey 
and discoveries. As such, the play's final 
lines (F: 5.3.298-301) should be reassigned 
to Edgar as they are in the folio. It is 
Edgar who has traveled from ignorant 
innocent to destitute outcast to revenged 
sibling. His growth mirrors Lear's, but 
does not come too late; Edgar can put the 
wisdom of his journey to use. In addi-
tion, the final lines suggest that the speech 
should be delivered by a member of the  
younger generation: "we that are young," 
which better describes Edgar than Albany. 
Having Edgar speak the line: "speak 
what we feel, not what we ought to say," 
illuminates his character, (but sheds little 
light on Albany's) and brings the play 
full circle, further arguing for the speech 
to be spoken by Edgar. For when Edgar 
speaks these lines, they address one of 
the key cruxes of his character: failing to 
tell his blinded father his true identity. 
Edgar does not initially speak what he 
feels - shame, anger, remorse - and when 
he finally does, it causes the shock which 
ends his father's life - another feeling 
which may have been harbored, but was 
not expressed. The words hark back to 
Lear's opening speech in which he de-
manded that his children speak what they 
feel: Which of you shall say doth love 
us most" (F: 1.1.49). Goneril and Regan 
spoke what their father wanted to hear, 
what they "ought to say," while Cordelia 
spoke what she felt, both of which were 
misperceived. It is Lear's misperception, 
not due to feeble-mindedness but rather 
to arrogance - in this edit - that launches 
the action - and the tragedy. Edgar's 
words are a prayer that truly felt speech 
shall prevail. These sentiments also refer 
back to Gloucester's response to Lear's 
query as to how the Earl can perceive the 
world without eyes: "I see it feelingly" 
(F: 4.5.141). Lear cannot comprehend 
Gloucester's meaning, and remains in the 
dark, but the blind man sees. Edgar's plea 
is that we may all yet see - if we remain 
true to our feelings. 
1• 
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The Misunderstanding of Emma's Masculinity 
by Lauren Blazey 
The opening of Jane Austen's Emma 
begins with a succinct description of 
the novel's titular protagonist: "Emma 
Woodhouse, handsome, clever, and rich" 
(Austen 5), a description that, interest-
ingly enough, could as easily be applicable 
to a male character as it is to Emma. 
While several scholars have written about 
the distinctly unfeminine qualities of 
Emma Woodhouse, these critics claim 
that the novel's ending, wherein Emma 
accepts Mr. Knightley's proposal of mar-
riage, undermines the novel's rewriting 
of gender norms and expectations. They 
claim that through this ending, Emma 
has been rescued from her faults, which 
center around her gender nonconforming 
behavior, and has been put in her proper 
place by marrying a man. Yet, these critics 
often fail to recognize key details that sug-
gest Emma's problems do not arise from 
her masculine behavior, but from immatu-
rity. Therefore, her growth is not one into 
a more feminine heroine, but into a more 
mature, yet still masculine protagonist. 
Moreover, this growth and Mr. Knightley s 
ability to take on more feminine behav-
iors, directly contradicts the idea that she 
requires a man in her life to regulate her 
behavior and ensures her ability to retain 
her masculinity. 
While many critics are eager to point 
on Emma's masculine behavior at the 
beginning of the novel, few recognize the 
way in which Austen first depicts her as a 
boyish and juvenile character. In fact, for 
a large part of the novel Emma's behavior 
closely resembles that of Frank Churchill,  
whom Mr. Knightley derides as a childish 
young man who is "Proud, luxurious, and 
selfish" (Austen 115), a description not far 
off from Emma's own "Handsome, clever, 
and rich" (Austen 5). Frank and Emma, 
like the adult children they are, are the 
most avid game players in all of Highbury. 
This shared playfulness can be seen as 
Frank Churchill proposes playing a game 
with alphabet letters that "No one seemed 
so much disposed to employ as their two 
selves." (Austen 273). Additionally, Frank 
and Emma are the members most interest-
ed in the Box Hill party when Frank initi-
ates his enterprise of interesting, moder-
ately clever, or dull things. Yet, Frank and 
Emma's amusements are not always fun 
and games. Even when they're entertain-
ing themselves with these aforementioned 
childlike diversions, Emma and Frank are 
often playing far more harmful games. 
Though for differing reasons, both 
characters are guilty of playing with the 
love lives of other characters. Emma is 
notorious for amusing herself with her 
"Love of matchmaking" (Austen 53), that, 
while done with honest intentions, has 
negative consequences for the subjects of 
her divertisment. As critic Lee Overman 
asserts "Emma assumes she knows what is 
best for others and confidently meddles, 
as exemplified by the blithe interference in 
Harriet's marital decisions ... This hubristic 
presumption is what makes Emma uncon-
ventional." (Overmann 225). This conse-
quential playtime closely echoes the way 
in which Frank toys with Emma in order 
to hide his engagement to Jane Fairfax. 
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In his letter to the residents of Highbury 
after announcing his engagement, Frank 
admits that "In order to assist my conceal-
ment so essential to me; I was led on to 
make more than an allowable use of the 
sort of intimacy in which we were thrown" 
(Austen 344). Upon reading these words, 
Mr. Knightley denounces Frank for "Play-
ing a most dangerous game" (Austen 350), 
with the emotions of others. Emma also 
recognizes the way in which this was sport 
for Frank Churchill "I am sure it was 
source of high entertainment to you to 
feel that you were taking us all in. - per-
haps I am the readier to suspect, because, 
to tell you the truth, I think it might 
have been some amusement to myself in 
the same situation" (Austen 376). Even 
Emma is cognizant in the way her early 
behavior matches that of Frank's, both 
character's willing to play puppet masters 
for their own gains or amusements. Thus, 
not only does Emma's matchmaking 
games depict her 
unfeminine confi-
dence and asser-
tiveness, it closely 
equates her with 
Frank Churchill's 
"Boyish schemes" 
(Austen 350). 
In addition 
to playing other's 
heartstrings for 
their own ears, 
Emma is equally 
guilty of another of 
Frank Churchill's 
most immature 
crimes. When 
Mr. Knightley first 
reveals his opinions 
of Frank Churchill, he surmises by his be- 
havior that e can have no English deli-
cacy towards the feelings of other people" 
(Austen 118). The weight of this personal-
ity deficiency can be felt as Mr. Knight-
ley echoes this same criticism in final 
judgment of the young man's character 
"He has had great faults, faults of incon-
sideration and thoughtlessness" (Austen 
352). While Mr. Knightley is describing 
Frank's inconsiderate behavior toward his 
father, Mrs. Weston, and Emma for the 
false pretenses of his visits and affections, 
much of Emma's errant behavior could 
be surmised through this same statement. 
Not only is Emma inattentive to the 
feelings of Harriet, Mr. Elton, and quite 
honestly every member of Highbury at 
some point or another, her greatest fall in 
the novel comes from this very lack of em-
pathy. This occurs as Emma mocks Miss 
Bate's blabbering mouth during Frank's 
game at Box Hill. As Mr. Knightley takes 
her aside after this incident he chastises 
her "How could you 
be so unfeeling to 
situation should 
secure your compas-
sion." (Austen 
294-295). Until this 
point the reader has 
yet to witness such 
ardent chastisement 
directed toward our 
heroine, stressing 
the gravity of her 
wrongdoing. 
While some 
may assert that this 
shaming is related 
to Emma's gender, 
a far more compel-
ling argument is that it is instead because 
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of this thoughtless immaturity. Accord-
ing to conventional beliefs on gender, 
empathy and sympathy are cornerstones of 
a woman's disposition. Therefore, it could 
be easy to claim that Emma's behavior 
toward Miss Bates is rebuked due to her 
refusal to perform her gender. Yet, since 
Frank Churchill is accused of the same 
indiscretion, this theory appears to be 
as juvenile as Emma at the beginning of 
the novel. In her work Equivocal Beings 
Politics, Gender, and Sentimentality in 
the 1790s: Wollstonecraft, Radcliffe, Bur-
ney, Austen, Claudia L. Johnson surmises 
that while "Post war critics groove on what 
they are pleased to call Emma's humilia-
tion, her chastisement, her submission... 
Emma is not interested in subjecting the 
masculine independence of its heroine to 
disciplinary correctives." (Johnson 195-
196). This last point can be observed in 
Mr. Knightley's lecture to Emma after this 
incident. He never actually faults Emma's 
witticism or brash personality. What Mr. 
Knightley does have a problem with is that 
her caustic behavior was directed toward 
someone of a class lower. Mr. Knightley 
explains this important distinction "I 
could allow much for the occasional preva-
lence of the ridiculous over the good... 
were she your equal in situation - but 
Emma, consider how far this is from being 
the case" (Austen 295). Therefore Emma's 
fall does not arise her lack of femininity, a 
point which Johnson affirms "To be sure, 
Emma has flawed and unattractive ideas 
about the class structure of her world 
but we are never invited to consider her 
infractions against "femininity" per se to 
be the cause of her problem as a snob" 
(Johnson 196). 
Heretofore the similarities between 
Frank and Emma have been drawn in  
regards to their adolescent inadequacies, 
Emma diverges from Frank in one key 
regard - she evolves. Emma's transforma-
tion occurs immediately after the afore-
mentioned incident at Box Hill. Previ-
ously in the novel, Mr. Knightley's advice 
or reprimands had little lasting effect on 
Emma as illustrated after he confronts 
her about her interference in Harriet's 
marriage opportunities "She was not so 
materially cast down, however, but that a 
little time and the return of Harriet were 
very adequate restoratives" (Austen 54). 
Yet, after her admonishment at Box Hill, 
Emma is demonstrably shaken. In direct 
contrast to her previous responses to Mr. 
Knightley "Time did not compose her. As 
she reflected more, she seemed but to feel 
it more" (Austen 296). For the first time 
Emma admits her need for contrition. 
Yet, rather than recognizing it as mo-
ment of personal growth for Emma Wood-
house, some may argue that this scene 
actually reveals Emma's growing affection 
for Mr. Knightley, In internalizing Mr. 
Knightley's counsel it could be argued that 
Emma is beginning to accept him into her 
life in a more intimate capacity. Johnson 
identifies the built-in associations of such 
interpretations: "Because heterosexuality 
is encoded teleologically onto a rhetoric of 
fiction, Emma's drama, her 'development' 
and 'growth' are inseparable from her 
learning to desire a man. (Johnson 194). 
Others, as Overmann addresses, believe 
that "Emma's receipt of guidance from 
Mr. Knightley seems entirely natural... 
[it's an] emphatic confirmation of gender 
norms" (Overmann 226-227) simply 
due to their respective genders' place in 
societal hierarchy. This explanation also 
diminishes Emma's growth as it asserts 
she is interminably bound to require the 
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guidance of a male figure, despite any 
advancements of character she may make. 
However, in addition to being demean-
ingly patriarchal, these arguments ignore 
Emma's maturing interiority Austen takes 
deliberate action to illustrate. This growth 
in Emma's very being is depicted through 
the narration of her thoughts She had 
been often remiss, her conscience told 
her so; remiss, perhaps more in thought 
that fact; scornful, ungracious" (Austen 
296). These are not the thoughts of girl 
lovestruck over or obediently following the 
advice of a man. These are the thoughts of 
an individual beginning to analyze and be 
held self accountable for her actions, of an 
individual who is learning to listen to her 
own independent conscience. Therefore, 
Austen has depicted the evolution of an 
individual's maturity and self-control, not 
the shaming of a gender non-conformist 
or the patriarchal chaining of a woman 
to man. Emma has not lost her masculin-
ity through this transformation, but, as 
exemplified in the previous quote, she has 
gained the ability to regulate herself apart 
from Mr. Knightly's guidance. Conse-
quently, by the time of Mr. Knightley's 
proposal, Emma has actually never needed 
a man less in her life. 
Despite this endurance of Emma's 
masculinity and her rise in independence, 
many critics still claim that the proposal 
and subsequent marriage to Mr. Knight-
ley, completely negate all that came before. 
This sentiment is supported in Johnson's 
piece which claims "By the end of the 
novel, [Emma] finds herself in the certifi-
ably orthodox position of having passively 
to wait to be proposed to" (Johnson 196). 
Not to pop the bubble on these critics' 
interpretation of Mr. Knightley popping 
the question, but this description of the  
proposal is ridiculously inadequate, lack-
ing indelible details of Emma and Mr. 
Knightley's emotional states. To be fair, 
the proposal scene would be an "orthodox 
position" for Emma to be in, if either she 
or Mr. Knightley behaved in orthodox 
ways. Instead, Mr. Knightley sets a gender 
non-conforming tone to this heteronor-
mative ceremony. This deviance from the 
expectations of his gender is observable 
in the way in which he is overcome by 
his emotions for Emma. Although most 
conventional prescriptions of masculine 
behavior dictate that men should remain 
logical and coolheaded, Mr. Knightley's 
decision to propose to Emma is depicted 
as an impassioned spur of the moment 
decision as "The rest had been the work of 
the moment, the immediate effect of what 
he had heard on his feelings ... the momen-
tary conquest of of eagerness over judge-
ment" (Austen 339). Conversely, Emma 
remains cerebral throughout this event 
as Austen describes "When he spoke, 
Emma's mind remained busy" (Austen 
338). Perhaps ironically, Emma's reaction 
actually follows Mr. Knightley's summary 
of Mr. Elton's priorities "Elton may talk 
sentimentally, but he will act rationally" 
(53). Therefore, this snapshot into the 
beginning of Emma and Mr. Knightley's 
relationship suggests that it will not be 
the heteronormative cell that critics like 
Johnson claim it will be. 
In fact this supposition is further 
supported by the unconventional couple's 
plans for their residence after their mar-
riage. This occurs as Mr. Knightley breaks 
the tradition of women leaving their 
parents' home to join their husbands' as 
he moves into Hartfield with Emma and 
Mr. Woodhouse. Overmann describes this 
revolutionary reversal "By not materially 
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changing her situation at Hartfield when she marries Mr. Knightley, Emma overturns 
social expectations of gender in a way that could be considered disruptive" (Overmann 
227). In fact this plot decision is not a simple one for Austen to make as she clearly feels 
the need to excuse such deviant behavior. Mr. Knightley's move to Hartfield is justi-
fied not only by the need for Emma to remain with her enfeebled father, but because a 
poultry thief is apparently on the loose in Highbury which makes Mr. Woodhouse "very 
uneasy; and but for the sense of his son-in-law's protection, would have been under 
wretched alarm every night of his life" (Austen 380). As Overmann explains, "The fact 
that this explanation is needed highlights the discomfort with gender norm disruptions 
inherent in the situation" (Overmann 227). Regardless of these feeble excuses, Mr. 
Knightley moving in to Highbury ensures that Emma will remain the woman of the 
house and retain all the liberties and freedoms thererin. 
Moreover, while it is one of the previously mentioned excuses used to make this re-
versal palatable, Emma's need to stay with her father actually fulfills one of Mr. Knight-
ley's most important precepts of manhood. In Mr. Knightley's rant about the proper 
behavior of a man in relation to Frank Churchill's absence from Hartfield, he claims 
that Frank Churchill's duty is "To pay attention to his father" (Austen 115). Addition-
ally, Emma frets after the Box Hill incident, the incident that sparks her maturation, 
that "She hoped no one could have said to her 'How could you be so unfeeling to your 
father" (Austen 246). Therefore, even in the apparent confines of a heteronormative 
marriage, Emma is actually able to keep her autonomy and continues to behave in her 
newly mature masculine ways. 
hrough careful inspection of Emma's journey it is therefore evident that she does 
not lose the masculinity that makes her the equally loved or hated character we all 
known and, well, love or hate. Instead Emma gains the ability to regulate herself, growth 
that contradicts the argument that she must marry Mr. Knightley in order to become a 
proper lady. Mr. Knightley's feminized behavior further contradicts this baseless claim. 
Therefore, Emma ends the novel very much as she started it - handsome, clever, and 
even richer, but most importantly - more mature. 
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Turning misfortune into music 
by Tori O'Campo 
Uptown Whittier, with its 
locally owned hole-in-the-wall stores, 
fashion boutiques, art studios, restau-
rants, weekly farmer's market, 
historical landmarks and annual 
community events, provides a bit of 
small-town respite in the middle of our 
vast, urban landscape. When recently 
wandering through a walkway off 
Greenleaf Avenue amongst the bar-
ber shops and cafes, a wall covered in 
record stacks, a glowing pink "open/ 
abierto" sign and a window decal that 
read "Mxxnshine Records" caught my 
attention. Curious, I went in hoping to 
speak with the owner to see what was up 
and maybe leave with an new record. In-
stead, he put some early-jump blues on 
the record player and opened up about 
life, loss, music and the meaning behind 
Mxxnshine Records. 
The way Mxxnshine Records 
owner and local DJ, Manny Martinez, 
tells it, Mxxnshine Records is a testa-
ment to turning hardships into inspi-
ration, following one's passion, good 
timing and community. Martinez started 
collecting records while he was working 
his way up the corporate ladder at Bank 
of America. "When people were giving 
them away, I didn't need them, but I 
couldn't pass them up. I just started 
hoarding these records, never thinking I 
would start a shop," says Martinez. 
Martinez's smooth corporate 
ascent, though, was interrupted by a 
wave of misfortune. "My brother passed 
away, my niece passed away, my best  
friend passed away, and my mom passed 
away, all within six months," he says, 
speaking with the familiarity of an old 
friend, even though we've just met. "I 
lost interest in going to work." We are 
talking across a counter, surrounded 
by carts and shelves piled high with 
records. Martinez says his losses, and 
with them the realization that life can be 
fleeting, spurred him to reexamine how 
he could combine his passions with his 
professional life. "I had money saved up 
and investments I sold, and with that I 
started this shop," says Martinez, 
smiling. 
Though he had no previous 
experience in music or with record 
shops, Martinez banked on his strong 
background in sales and on his convic-
tion, especially in the wake of his recent 
losses, that he should do something that 
makes him happy. "I realized that you 
have to do what you want to do," he 
says, "You shouldn't be doing anything 
if you're not loving what you're doing." 
Martinez originally planned 
to open up the shop on Second Street 
in Long Beach, but the managers of 
the building where he was interested 
in leasing a space didn't think it would 
succeed. "They asked me, 'Can you af-
ford this? Do people buy records?' And I 
couldn't prove how successful or unsuc-
cessful it would have been because I had 
no previous business experience with it. 
So they decided not to take the chance 
on me. 
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Things then began to fall into 
place when he was visiting American 
Vintage Barber in Uptown, which had 
been owned by Martinez's friend who 
passed away a few years prior. His friend 
was able to start as a barber and build it 
into owning two barber shops. He was 
an inspiration to Martinez, who had 
always respected his friend's work ethic 
and that's who Martinez was thinking 
about while walking through Uptown 
on that day. 
As Martinez wandered through 
the small alleyway while taking a phone 
call, he found himself standing in front 
of a record shop at 7028 Greenleaf 
Avenue, Unit H. A woman was placing 
a "closed indefinitely" sign on the win-
dow. "I called the number of the build-
ing and it seemed like everything was 
working out," says Martinez. "A record 
shop was going out of business while 
I was going into business. The owner 
said, 'I believe in what you're doing. I 
have this computer, this desk, the record 
bins,' and he sold everything to me. It 
was passing of a torch. Or, that's how I 
saw it." 
So, rather than fight his way 
into the already established Second 
Street neighborhood in Long Beach, 
Martinez decided to grab what seemed 
to be destiny at his doorstep. Mxxnshine 
has now been open for two years and 
Martinez is happy to be part of the ef-
fort to reinvigorate the Uptown area. 
Martinez has some advice for 
anyone looking to start a business and, 
not surprisingly, to start a life. "The 
most important thing is that you have to 
sacrifice. You have to realize the things 
you don't need in life. Step one in work-
ing towards my goal was calling the cable 
company and saying that I don't have 
time for TV anymore. If I am watching 
TV, that is time I could be using on my 
shop. It was that and removing myself 
from anyone who said I couldn't do it. 
If anyone said, 'Well I don't know about 
what you're up to,' I'm losing their num-
ber that night. I don't got time for that." 
Eventually, it's time to leave, 
but not before taking the opportunity to 
browse the stacks. I find a gem—Tales of 
Mystery and Imagination (Edgar Allan 
Poe) by The Alan Parsons Project—and 
start to make my way home. As I do, 
something Martinez said as our conver-
sation wound down is ringing in my ear 
as much as the music he played in his 
shop. "You realize how short and beauti-
ful life is and you gotta get at it. You 
have to work hard too, it's not going to 
be given to you. If it is given to you then 
you don't know how to appreciate it. If 
you are working hard, you might as well 
being doing something you love doing." 
I- 
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E+ 
by CJ Esparza 
I had grown to fear the silence. The 
emptiness of air that hummed only with 
my own ragged breath. I did not think 
the sounds of my own life were filling 
anymore. 
I had woken up terrified that morning, 
amazed and terrified to realize that every 
bone in my body still loved you. I imag-
ined how you had woken up: probably 
nursing a hangover, still smiling out of 
fondness for the night before, your phone 
buzzing with the messages of several girls 
you have no intention of ever meeting. 
"I don't want to cut you out of my life 
completely. But don't worry, if it becomes 
too much for me, I'll let you know" 
I didn't get out of bed until my 
family begged me to. I crawled through 
the brunch, lifting a spoon to my trem-
bling lips, wiping the spare tears away dis-
creetly with my sleeve, twisting the napkin 
in my lap anxiously. I tried my best for a 
smile only when the servers bounded over 
singing "Las Mananitas." When they set 
the little rounded flan on the table, softly 
caramelized and topped with a delicate 
swirl of whipped cream, that's I started to 
cry. 
"V//by didn't he just say something?" 
"Oh, you know him. He's just always 
trying to do the right thing. If you want 
things to get better you need to stop 
feeling sorry for yourself. It's time to move 
I tried. But then you texted, and I took 
you out to dinner and then you cried on 
my shoulder. You needed a friend. I told 
you Ijust wanted you to be happy. Even 
though I knew that happiness didn't look 
like me. 
I remember spending the whole weekend 
scouting out the perfect gift for you, even 
though I had a final the next day as well. 
I remember giving you your present, my 
message of all my best wishes for you. And 
you mentioning the party you were hav-
ing, with all your friends. I heard it ended 
up being fun, all the girls hot. 
I didn't expect anything fancy, expensive, 
or even well-thought out. I just didn't 
expect you to ignore me when you saw me. 
"How could you show up there, and not 
say a word to me? On that day too?" 
"Why couldn't you have just said hi to 
me? I was busy, ya know" 
I hid under my covers. I shooed my sister 
away. I ignored texts begging me to come 
out. I deserved silence. It had always 
renewed me before. Exactly one year, I 
had spent all my being attending to the 
noises of others. Caring what the rumors 
foretold, begging to know the secrets that 
would let me into the brass section, the 
privileged few. I had never cared for such 
riff-raff before. But I thought you'd care 
for me more if I made myself into what 
you told me you found attractive. Now, my 
beloved silence haunts me. I imagine all 
the voices that filled my ears now whisper-
ing about me, assuring you that I was just 
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I glanced at the flickering dashboard. If 
my math was correct, he'd get four hours 
of sleep. 
needy, crazy, while you were the good guy, 
and handsome, oh so handsome. 
Yeah, I still think about these details some-
times. Even when I'm with him. Every-
thing he does is warrant for suspicion. 
"I like you ... a ... a... a lot." 
"Don't look at me like I give you happi-
ness. I'll just disappoint you." 
"I see a future with you." 
"You're not allowed to call me your girl-
friend." 
"I wanna stay. 
"People leave all the time. What makes 
you special?" 
1- 
Well, the cookie ended up doing it for me. 
We'd been out late to dinner, and he had 
work in the morning. I had bought my 
friend, who desperately needed sweetness, 
a pan-sized cookie, soaked in vanilla ice 
cream, the whipped cream already all but 
liquified by the time we wrapped up. His 
head was already dipping, but he protested 
my trying to send him home. The drive 
was swift, even with the great distance, be-
cause of the empty roads. I honestly don't 
remember much, since the only time 
either of us spoke was when my friend 
gushed her gratefulness at the surprise. 
After she absconded with the cookie, he 
simply turned around, all the way back to 
where we had just come from, to see me 
home. 
I curled up in my seat, wrapping myself 
around his arm that was gripping the gear 
shift. "Thank you for coming with me." 
He just yawned, never taking his eyes off 
the road. "Of course, baby." 
I chuckled and looked out the windshield 
at the twinkling lights ahead of us, those 
three words brightening my view more 
than any glowing star on the hills. 
Not one word spoken in our whole hour 
car ride, and yet I didn't feel anxious. Or 
sad. Or alone. And you and your words 
and what you could possibly be doing 
right now and what girl you were with—
did not come to mind. Instead I listened 
to the humming of tired breaths. 
For the first time in months, I preferred 
the silence. Beautiful silence. Refreshing 
silence. Heart-warming, silence. 
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Titus Andronicus: Barbarism as Constructed By Racial Bias 
by Ethan Trejo 
William Shakespeare's Titus Androni-
cus demonstrates how the idea of "bar-
barism" is constructed by racial bias by 
presenting it through a continuous cycle 
of violent actions of revenge. Under this 
cycle, the Romans are blind to their own 
barbarism by be-
lieving themselves 
to be civil, despite 
the Romans com-
mitting as many 
violent crimes as 
the Goths, if not 
more. Barbarism 
is defined by 
civility and the 
Romans justify 
this definition 
by presenting a 
racial dichotomy 
of "Roman" 
and "Other," 
under which 
the Romans can 
other the Goths 
and Aaron the 
Moor as to avoid 
confronting their 
own violent faults. As a result, I argue 
that the labeling of barbarism is a tool 
for avoiding revelations about one's own 
faulted nature; it is a double-standard 
where the empowered Romans enact 
violence in the name of justice while be-
ing blind to the barbarism of their actions 
and how they are no less violent than the 
Goths. 
Early modern texts define barbarism  
in similar ways, with the labeling of what 
is called "barbarism" lying with those in 
power and used to other those who are 
different from those in power. The term 
"Goth" was used to define one who be-
haves like a barbarian. However, the term 
barbarian was 
originally used, as 
stated by Thomas 
Elyot, to describe 
those who "speak 
grossly, without 
observing of 
congruity, or 
pronounce not 
perfectly, spe-
cifically Greek or 
Latin" (Loomba 
& Burton 279). 
Yet Elyot also de-
fines the country 
of Barbaria, the 
supposed African 
home county of 
the barbarians, as 
a "county where 
dwelleth people 
rude or beastly 
(Loomba & Burton 279). Herein lies a 
problem with early modern labeling of 
barbarism: the label of barbarian is given 
to those who don't perfectly speak the 
language of the labeler. Yet the home 
country of such a barbarian is equated 
with animalistic natives. In his 16th 
century essay, "Of Cannibals," Michel de 
Montaigne notes this bias innate to the 
branding of barbarism in his documenta- 
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tion of the customs of the Tupinamba 
people in Brazil. He finds that "there 
is nothing barbarous and savage in this 
nation ... excepting, that every one gives 
the title of barbarism to everything that 
is not in use in his own country" (Mon-
taigne 3). Montaigne notes that this clan 
eats the corpses of their enemies as part 
of a religious custom and compares such 
habits to those European nations labeled 
as "barbaric." Montaigne's depiction of 
"civil" Europeans in comparison to the 
Tupinambá is similar to the status of the 
play's Romans to the Goths/Moor. "We 
may then call these people barbarous, in 
respect to the rules of reason: but not in 
respect to ourselves, who in all sorts of 
barbarity exceed them" (Montaigne 7). 
The play's racial superiors see only the 
violent customs of the "other," allowing 
such reasonable appallment to drive their 
actions, allowing them to put down the 
"other" as to avoid their own faults. 
In the play's opening scene, Tamora, 
aware that the Romans view her as bar-
baric, tries to soften perceptions of her by 
appealing to Titus' paternal nature; aware 
that, as a Goth, she is a racial other to the 
Romans, Tamora tries depicting herself 
as a mother instead of the queen of Titus' 
enemies in order to attempt to save the 
life of her son Alarbus. This is a strategy 
by which Tamora is asking Titus to look 
past his own notions of her barbaric 
nature and see the mother within. She at-
tempts a maternal strategy at assimilation 
and equalization in order to save her son, 
even referring to the Romans as "breth-
ren" (1.1.104). She even shows reverence 
for their leader by kneeling before Titus 
(as indicated in the stage directions) and 
referring to Titus as "victorious Titus"  
(1.1.105) and a "gracious conqueror" 
(1.1.105). Tamora publicly concedes her 
defeat to the Romans and only asks of 
Titus to pity "a mother's tears in passion 
for her son" (1.1.106), reminding Titus 
that his sons must have meant as much 
to him as Alarbus means to Tamora. This 
attempt at changing the way the Romans 
view Tamora shows that Tamora is aware 
of the malleability of the labeling of bar-
barism. Tamora is showing that she may 
be no different from Titus, both of them 
parents, yet the possibility of any shared 
compassion is unfathomable to the Ro-
mans because it would open the door to 
other commonalities between the Romans 
and the others. 
This attempted assimilation fails 
because the possibility of shared Roman-
Gothic traits is unacceptable under 
Roman bias; this drives Tamora to change 
tactics, pointing out shared negative traits 
instead in an attempt to reveal Roman 
bias. She argues against the hypocrisy of 
the Romans burial customs, essentially 
pointing out the Roman self-delusion that 
carries over to their notions of barbarism 
and civility. Titus' sons died fighting the 
Goths and will be rewarded with a Roman 
burial befitting a hero's death. Tamora's 
children, however, will be "slaughtered 
in the streets for valiant doings in their 
country's cause" (1.1.112-113). Titus' sons 
and Alarbus both acted in similar warlike 
fashion in the name of their countries, 
but the varying treatments reveal Roman 
bias between what is deemed a heroic ac-
tion and what is seen as a punishable war 
crime. 
However, the Goths draw attention to 
the true barbaric nature of this customary 
execution, as it demonstrates how the dou-
ble-standard is used to keep the Romans 
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self-assured in their righteousness. Titus 
advocates on the fallen heroes behalf, that 
"for their brethren slain religiously they 
ask a sacrifice" (1.1.123-124), yet Tamora 
brands this act as "cruel irreligious piety" 
(1.1.130). Piety innately cannot be irreli-
gious. It is particularly hypocritical that 
Titus commands this action, given that 
he is "surnamed Pius" (1.1.23). Tamora's 
paradoxical phrase reveals the hypocrisy 
that lies at the heart of Roman mentality. 
The Romans are committing a sinful act 
in the name of religious piety, or com-
mitting acts of barbarism in the name of 
civilization (given that religion is a tenet of 
civilized society). The barbarous execu-
tion of Alarbus is the catalyst that drives 
the constant acts of barbarous revenge 
between the Goths and the Andronici. 
[ ... ] 
In conclusion, the Romans are 
never aware of their own barbaric nature 
because they are so concentrated on pun-
ishing others for their barbarism. The line 
between barbarism and civility is drawn by 
those in power, and one can ignore their 
own barbarism if they have someone dif-
ferent or other to scapegoat. Roman dehu-
manization of Tamora is thereby faulted, 
as Tamora's life was no more barbarous 
than Titus'. 
The labeling of barbarism is seen as a 
tool for avoiding revelations about one's 
own faulted nature; it is a double-standard 
where the empowered Romans enact 
violence in the name of justice while being  
blind to the barbarism of their actions 
and how they are no less violent than the 
Goths. The Romans, as the ones in power, 
are able to maintain their delusional 
bias by branding the Goths and Aaron 
as barbaric. Race and sexuality mark the 
Goths and Aaron as other, an otherness 
that is condemned by the Romans. By 
focusing their attention on the barbarism 
of the racial other, the Romans are able 
to brand their own barbarism as "justice," 
ignoring the cyclical nature of revenge 
that was started by Titus' barbarism, a 
barbarism marked with "cruel irreligious 
piety." Yet, the Goths are not innocent, 
as they enact violence and bias of their 
own, as they turn their backs on Tamora 
because of her relationship with Aaron. 
Even Tamora herself turns her back on 
her own child upon seeing its blackness. 
The Goths enact bias against Aaron and 
his child because of their physical black-
ness and Tamora because of her stained 
blackness. Amidst all of levels of biases 
and cycles of violence, Aaron seems to 
be the moral voice of reason, as he alone 
owns his barbarism and takes pride in his 
blackness. It is Aaron that, because he 
is at the bottom of the social hierarchy, 
doesn't label an other as barbarous and 
instead owns himself, he is the villain that 
the whites expect him to be and finds his 
autonomy through such freeing villainy. 
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The Shining and the American Grotesque 
by Riley Ramirez 
Stanley Kubrick's The Shining estab-
lishes a relationship between the Freudian 
uncanny and the filmmaker's signature 
style of the grotesque. The uncanny and 
the grotesque are utilized in the film via 
dialogue, color symbolism, and Freudian 
undertones. Kubrick employs the uncanny 
and the grotesque to comment on the 
establishment that is the American family. 
The Freudian uncanny can be summa-
rized briefly as the emergence of repressed 
desires and secrets that should never 
be uncovered. This compliment-
ing but not synonymous with 
the grotesque as described 
by James Naremore in 
his essay "Stanley 
Kubrick and The 
Aesthetics of the 
Grotesque" as 
"structured by 
a dual implica- 
tion... in common 
with such rhetorical 
figures as ambiguity, 
irony, and paradox." Freud 
describes the uncanny in stating, 	 "... 
the uncanny ['the unhomely'] is some-
thing ['homely', 'homey'] that has been 
repressed and then reappears..." (Freud 
2003). The combination of both the 
grotesque and the uncanny work codepen-
dently in The Shining utilizing the mise 
en scene to illustrate the horror that is 
the Torrance family and by extension the 
American family. 
The grotesque and uncanny first are 
touched upon as Jack and Wendy tour  
the Overlook Hotel. The name of the 
hotel "overlook" is directly coincidental 
and uncanny as Manager Ullman states 
"it's supposed to be located on an Indian 
burial ground and I believe they actually 
had to repel a few attacks while they were 
building it. There's our snowcat." The 
name of the hotel becomes the embodi- 
ment of overlooking tragedy 
and racism. The use of the 
racial slur and offensive 
term "Indian" instead 
of Native Ameri- 
can, starts 
the grotesque 
nature that is 
American imperial-
ism. Ullman's "over-
looking" of the slaughter 
and destruction of Native 
Americans is highlighted by the 
following, "There's our snowcat" 
completely and casually moving past 
the history's apparent dark implications. 
The hotel name functions to embody the 
Torrance family, acting as the physical 
representation of the family's labyrinthian 
relationship with one an another. 
The Shining continues the theme of 
overlooking to show the grotesque and 
uncanny American family as Wendy opens 
up about Danny's dislocated arm through-
out the film. In first instances, Wendy 
confides in the doctor that Jack dislocated 
Danny's arm accidentally, justifying it as 
a natural occurrence that happens among 
children. The following quick cut show-
ing the doctor's face shows that this is 
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not normal pointing toward domestic 
abuse and Wendy's overlook of her son's 
abuse. An example of the grotesque, the 
ambiguity of the doctor's expression hints 
that this American family is grotesque 
and uncanny. The red, white and blue 
outfits of Danny and Wendy establish 
them as American symbols furthering 
this grotesque irony of the abusive family. 
Along with being an uncanny phallic 
image for castration, Jack dislocating 
Danny's arm and the family's treatment 
of this "accident" creates distrust with the 
audience. Wendy and Jack overlook this 
as an example of alcoholism and domestic 
abuse. The truth of the abuse is never re-
vealed as it is first introduced casually with 
the weight of the abuse never fully realized 
until Jack's breakdown at the hotel. This 
in itself represents the Freudian reveal of 
the uncanny as the abuse is so great it can-
not be repressed any longer. 
The grotesque and uncanny as 
described by Naremore and Freud are 
illustrated visually by Danny's entering 
into Jack's room. This shot from the film 
shows Danny and Jack on opposite sides 
of the family quarters. Jack and his reflec-
tion are dominant in this shot with Danny 
as the subsidiary subject. The proximity 
between Danny and Jack are notable as it 
visualizes the element of Jack's vanity and 
preference of his self-image/career over 
his child. The yellow outline of Danny 
and his more colorful outfit juxtaposed 
by Jack's bleak blue scheme shows the 
divinity of Danny's youth and potential. 
The blue robe and somber colors point to 
show Jack's depression and resentment of 
his son's youth and potential, something 
he lacks in his career. 
The reflection as well builds this by 
showing the double of Jack's psyche being  
split and disjointed by his dark resent-
ment of his family and Wendy's attention 
to Danny and not him. The disconnect 
between father and son is the primary 
emotion evoked by the distance and 
Danny's reluctant stance to face his father 
while he is awake. Danny's need to pause 
before entering the room also shows the 
fear of Jack as the Oedipal "bad father" 
seeing him now even more estranged, 
foreign and a threat to his mother (Freud, 
S.). The distance between the father and 
son evoke an intense feeling of tension 
and reluctance built upon by the proxim-
ity of the characters as well their respective 
color schemes. 
The grotesque and uncanny is further 
visually supported by Jack's forced and 
eerie embrace of Danny. This frame is a 
medium shot of Danny and Jack in a cold 
embrace as Jack says he would never hurt 
Danny or Wendy noting that he would 
never hurt them affirming them that he 
loves them. In this frame, Jack's face is 
positioned away from the camera with 
only Danny's cold scared face. The toilet 
takes the subsidiary placement with bright 
daylight shining through the window. The 
mise en scene balances the darker lighting 
with the overexposed direct light coming 
from the bathroom window. 
The mise en scene is deeper continued 
with the color selection of Danny and 
Jack's outfits. Jack is covered in blue repre-
senting his depression and uncanny dark 
inner repressions. Danny is in the color 
motif of red, white and blue personifying 
the American son mode!. Interestingly 
Jack's hands only touch the dark blue of 
Danny's clothes almost like an infection 
spreading up from where he touches. 
Paired with the toilet in the background 
(foreshadowing Danny's escape), we see 
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a scatological image that something is hiding deeper darker repressed desires. Jack in 
this shot is hiding his resentment towards Danny for stealing Wendy's attention and 
hides his resentment for Wendy for his lack of inspiration. His vow to never hurt them 
is ironically grotesque as the toilet is shared in the shot's composition. The toilet acts as 
the coming forth or repressed resentment and abuses the American family has. Kubrick 
extends this repressed resentment as spreading to Danny by the dark blue color is ap-
parent only on the clothes Jack touches. Kubrick uses this to imply that the American 
family is toxic and in adversity to the divinity of youth. 
The use of Kubrick's color symbolism, mise en scene, dialogue, and Freudian under-
tones outline the abusive American parents and the child who cannot trust his par-
ent's love. This concluding effect shifts the horror of the film from the mystery of The 
Overlook hotel to the American family's overlooking of their grotesque and uncanny 
treatment towards racism and normalized child neglect. Kubrick's commentary aims to 
illuminate the backwardness and harmful institution that is the American family. 
t 
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The Big Sleep or the Big Threat?: Orientalism and 
Carmen as a Subjugated Stereotype 
by Gabriella Lockwood 
Within the Film The Big Sleep by 
Howard Hawks, the character of Carmen 
is displayed within two contexts, the in-
fantile perception and, the more unusual, 
Orientalized perception. I intend to ex-
plore the ways in which these two contexts 
are used to forward Carmen as a subject 
with varying authorial moments, and how 
the "Americanized" characters within the 
film reconcile her fluctuating identities. 
In other words, how she gets figured as  
the culturally "other" in order to be both 
rescued and conquered by Marlowe, thus 
figuring him as the patriarchal savior. 
Our first encounter with Carmen is 
when Marlowe, the private detective, first 
enters the Sternwood home to receive 
the job where he will investigate her 
blackmail. We see her displayed- or more 
accurately, displaying herself- as both 
infantile and desirable, a confusing juxta-
position to the viewer. She is always doing 
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a combination of sucking her thumb and 
attempting to seduce Marlowe. Despite 
her troubling history with gambling and 
criminal acquaintanceship, she chooses to 
present an innocent façade. Arguably, it is 
her attempt at reconciling the opposite na-
ture of her expectations and her behavior. 
By riding the line of ambiguity, she has a 
hope to construct her own identity and 
authority. Further, the authority she gives 
herself within this sexual position serves 
a direct threat to the patriarchal figures of 
the film, since she does not behave accord-
ing to the heteronor-
mative expectations 
of American women 
during the time pe-
riod directly follow-
ing World War Two. 
However, we see this 
authority troubled in 
the presentation of 
Orientalism within 
the film, a condition 
seemingly out of her 
control. 
These patriarchal 
images of Carmen, 
that of infantile and 
that of Orientalized, 
is first presented in 
the scene where Marlowe encounters Mr. 
Sternwood. He is an old sickly man in 
a wheelchair who must spend his time 
in a greenhouse in order to maintain 
temperature control. This greenhouse 
is referred to within the movie as "The 
Orchid Room." The significance of this 
lies in the asiatic origin of the flower, 
and the oriental association that comes 
with it. Further, it coincides well with the 
feeling associated in this scene of of being 
stifled, trapped, and overwhelmed. This  
relates to Carmen's juxtaposing character 
traits because she, within the expecta-
tions of her father, is stifled, coveted in 
her growth, and expected to remain the 
docile daughter. In this sense, we see how 
her patriarchal expectations serve to stifle 
her as an authoritative woman. It is clear, 
however, that she does not act according 
to this expectation, since she is often par-
ticipating in questionable behavior within 
the film, both sexually and legally. Argu-
ably, this is why she gets placed within an 
"other-ized" depiction. By associating her 
with the Oriental, the 
audience can alienate 
her devious behavior 
from the American 
image, thus situate 
her as the sexual 
and immoral foreign 
woman. 
It is next impor-
tant to cover the way 
in which Edward 
Said defines Oriental-
ism to better under-
stand the ways in 
which it functions in 
this film. He defines 
it "as a Western 
style for domina-
tion, restructuring, and having authority 
over the Orient." (Said 1109) Essentially, 
he argues that Western colonial powers 
would reduce people of Eastern cultures 
into a set of stereotypes as a mode of con-
trol. By reducing them to this stereotype, 
they were able to deny these cultures any 
agency in their voice, representation, and 
even the deployment of their lives. These 
depictions also occur in the depiction of 
any Oriental image, not always actually 
centered around the people of the East, 
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as a means of controlling the authority of 
a narrative. Essentially, Orientalism is an 
unconscious mobilization of authority, 
stripping Eastern images of control over 
their own perception. We see this dynamic 
occur within the context of the film and, 
particularly, occurring with the character 
Carmen. 
With this in mind, we return to the 
next major moment of her Orientalized 
configuring within the film is when Mar-
lowe investigates Carmen's behavior and 
whereabouts. He finds her in a strange 
home where she is sat atop an ornamental 
stool in a traditional Chinese robe. The 
house itself is strange, since it is only 
decorated in collected Oriental objects 
(figure U. Further, Carmen is found high, 
incidentally under an opiate haze. All of 
these combined themes puts her in an 
exaggerated Oriental context. Through 
this context, she is deprived of her author-
ity. The previously coy Carmen is erased, 
instead we have her mute, unconscious, 
and incapable of taking care of herself. 
Within this system of forced imagery, 
she can be reframed out of the American 
female ideal, the one Vivian holds within 
the film, and into a context of control, 
subjugation, and stereotype. Thus, she is 
no longer a threatening subject, having 
authoritative control over her own indi-
vidualism and over the male sexual gaze. 
She is both alienated in the Orientalized 
image and stripped of authority within the 
film. In fact, this is one of the last scenes 
where Carmen is given any real signifi-
cance within the film, rather than simply 
being referred to by name. By stripping 
her of her sovereignty, the Marlowe can 
now comfortably save her, or, in other 
words, restabilize the system of patriarchal 
authority within the film. 
Further, the Orientalist stereotype 
tends to place subjects in an expectation 
of deviancy. So, as Carmen had previously 
reconciled her own juxtaposed behavior, 
the film attempts to reconcile it as well. 
We see how these reconciliations contrast 
however because, before, she was able to 
reward herself agency through contrast-
ing sexualization and docility, making it 
uncomfortable to the male gaze. This 
Oriental presentation, however, deprives 
her of that authority and resituates her 
within the power dynamic constructed for 
the colonial male power dynamic. While 
Carmen was behaving deviantly, it could 
not be reconciled according to patriarchal 
expectations of women, so it had to be 
filtered through Oriental conceptions of 
deviancy (Figure 2). She had to be stripped 
of her authority and placed into a context 
of foreign corruption and foreign sexual-
ization in order for the male dominant 
perspective of the film to be rewarded. 
Further, this reduction of her subject 
was necessary for the private detective 
Marlowe to be able to "save" her. Before, 
when she was acting on her own agency, 
there was no need for saving, as no danger 
was necessarily present, only a defiance of 
male power. Now, however, by putting her 
in this foreign concept, the colonial savior 
complex is justified. This savior complex 
is crucial in Said's definition of Oriental-
ism, as, ultimately, these stereotyping 
and reductions of subjects was used as a 
proponent of colonial justification. They 
would be reduced in order to see them 
as necessary for saving, especially in the 
context of the Oriental woman. 
Further, In James F. Maxfield's chapter 
on The Big Sleep within his book The 
Fatal Woman: Sources of Male Anxiety in 
American Film Noir, 1941-1991, he men- 
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tions how the theme of Chandler's novel, 
and therefore the character of Marlowe, 
was altered in its transition to film. He 
mentions the change occurs in Marlowe's 
functioning as a "redemptive force" (47). 
He later comments on the Hollywood 
trope of the "morally teetering individual 
saved through the love of a good person 
of the opposite sex" (47). What the film 
reverses is the gender of the redeemed. 
Within The Big Sleep (1946), Marlowe is 
the redeemer and the "person requiring 
redemption... is female" (47). What this 
essentially shows is how the film pres-
ents the image of the male as heroic and 
romanticised. Further, the male figure 
operates as a patriarchal savior in both 
the gendered system but also in the global 
imperial system. 
Arguably, the significance of placing 
the male as a savior in both of these con-
texts relates heavily to the political climate 
it is situated in. In Sheri Chinen Biesen's 
chapter "Hollywood in the aftermath of 
Pearl Harbor," she cites, "xenophobic 
racial and ethnic prejudice throughout 
American society during the Second 
World War was evident in the treatment 
of ethnic minority groups at home... 
and in the media's portrayal of power-
fully distorted stereotypes, particularly in 
Hollywood films" (Biesen 61). Essentially, 
perceptions of minority populations dur-
ing World War Two became especially 
polarized from American conceptions of 
self. Japanese citizens and alien residents 
alike were especially discriminated against 
due to the war and, more specifically, post-
Pearl Harbor sentiments. This is where, 
as Biesen points, "distorted stereotypes" 
get mobilized in film representations in 
order to further the moral demonization 
of Asians in American films. Thus, the  
significance of Orientalism within The Big 
Sleep seems to clearly function as a divide 
between the "evil East" and the "heroic 
West." Relating this back to Maxfield's 
analysis, we see how hollywood served the 
American image in this close aftermath 
of World War Two, and, further, the film 
rewarded their growing xenophobia. Thus, 
Film Noir heroes had to be both celebra-
tions of traditional American sentiments 
and patriarchal sentiments. Further, the 
threat of the independent woman was a 
significant anxiety to the patriarchal role 
in World War Two. Alice Kessler-Harris 
comments in her chapter, "The Life and 
Times of Rosie the Riveter (U.S., 1980): 
The Experience and Legacy of Wartime 
Women Wage Earners," that "the shape 
of World War II- its language, meta-
phors, demands, and restrictions- altered 
perceptions of gender roles in ways that 
encouraged women to contest traditional 
definitions of wage work and family life 
and to expand their meanings" (Kessler-
Harris 108). Women during and directly 
following the war endeavored further 
independence, both metaphysically and 
economically. We see this reflected in the 
women of the film. Both Carmen and her 
sister Vivienne are subjects of interests 
because they go through significant efforts 
to subvert the traditional expectation of 
women. They are not docile, subservient, 
or married. They are adult women who 
participate in gambling and suspicious 
night-time activities. Arguably, by opening 
the film with Marlowe being contracted 
by their father to solve the situation sur-
rounding the daughters, it is an effort by 
the patriarchal figures to reconfigure the 
indecencies of the independent women 
within the film. Further, this is why the 
play closes with the romantic exchange 
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between Marlowe and Vivienne; they rep-
resent the heterosexual union that would 
comfort the audience and its expectation 
of women figures. What is interesting, 
however, is why Vivienne was awarded 
this sexual normalization while Carmen 
is placed distinctly outside of it. I argue, 
that it is the hints of maternal nurturing 
within Vivienne's character that awards 
her the heteronormative privilege within 
the film. Essentially, she incites signifi-
cantly less anxiety for the patriarchal audi-
ence. Throughout the film, it is hinted 
that her transgressive behavior is no more 
than a bad habit, and at the motivation of 
her behavior is an interest in the protec-
tion of her sister. Therefore- Vivienne is 
not far from the traditional woman figure 
because she can be easily reincorporated 
into the heteronormative image and rarely 
challenges the patriarchal figures of the 
film. Carmen, on 
the other hand, 
creates excessive 
anxiety to the patri-
archal figures of the 
film with her sexual 
incitement. Her flir-
tatious efforts place 
her outside of the 
comfortable male 
gaze since she often 
confronts men 
herself in a jarringly 
capable manner. 
For instance, when 
she first encoun-
ters Marlowe, she 
approaches him 
with confidence and calculated flirtatious 
comments. In other words, it is clear that 
the exchange is in her hands; she hold the 
power within the sexual encounter. This 
is in direct contrast with Vivienne's first 
encounter with Marlowe. He enters her 
room, and therefore is given access to her 
privacy and space. Further, her back is 
turned to him and he is able to approach 
her on his own terms. He is not being di-
rectly accosted as he is in the case of Car-
men, and, therefore, we see how Carmen 
poses a sexual and intellectual threat to 
the patriarchal characters, while Vivienne 
gives men the agency within the film. 
Therefore, we see how the Orientalized 
image forces her back in to a place of 
comfortable antithesis. By participating 
in sexual and legal deviancy, Carmen 
threatens the stability of the American 
sentiment, particularly the sentiment of 
male control and normalized feminine 
behavior. In this way, she must be given a 
foreign image, or, as I argue, she must be 
reconfigured in an Orientalized setting. 
By doing this, Car-
men is alienated 
from the American 
woman and can, 
therefore, be con-
quered, subsequent-
ly stripping her of 
the sexual authority 
she awarded herself 
within the film. 
For as long as 
Carmen was treated 
as an "American-
ized" subject 
within the film, her 
behavior and her 
choices are justi-
fied. However, in 
her authoritative deviancy, she challenged 
the expectations and power of the male 
authority. To reconcile this, she had to be 
taken out of the infant character-trope of 
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her own making and into the Oriental-trope of the male gaze. In this way, we see how 
the film functions as a normalization of both American sentiments and patriarchal 
control within the context of World War Two anxieties. The war presented many threats 
to American power and self-image and, thus, incited many instances of xenophobia. 
Further, with the rise of working women, the stability of patriarchy was also threatened. 
In these ways, we see how the reconfiguring of Carmen's independence into a docile, 
Orientalized image sets her within the reach of subjugation for male characters within 
the film. Ultimately, the audience is rewarded by the normalization and control the film 
gives to the patriarchal, American image. 
I.  
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HOW TO BECOME YOUR FATHER 
by Gabriel Perez 
Read. Read intrepidly, ambitiously. 
Read The Autobiography of Mal-
colm X in sixth grade. The Turner Diaries 
in seventh. 
The demographic makeup of your school 
is as follows: students with one or more 
surnames that begin with "De La" or end 
in "ez" or somewhere in between contain 
an "ñ," and whose papist allegiances are 
manifested by the crucifixes, depictions of 
la Virgen, and artistic renditions of that 
corny-ass "Las Huellas" 
poem that adorn the walls 
in their homes, count for 
73, maybe 76 percent. 
Some nine percent (12 if 
you count Filipinos, which 
you believe to be closer 
in skin complexion, calf 
size, athletic ability, and 
aesthetic taste to Polyne-
sians) are subject to at least 
three of the following four 
prerogatives: (a) playing an 
instrument, (b) reading/re-
enacting/idolizing Naruto, 
(c) attending an orientalist 
school in the evening (on 
top of a full schedule of honors courses at 
your tragically mediocre American public 
school), and/or (c) completely losing it 
whenever you use the unpractically small 
white eraser on one of their cutting-edge 
mechanical pencils. Now, why anyone 
would spend $7.95 on a single fucking 
pencil (.5mm lead sold separately) is be-
yond you. Stranger still, your blue-ribbon 
classmates who pack no less than four said 
pencils at any given time refuse even to 
remove the plastic eraser caps, much less 
erase anything. 
You might attribute this appar-
ent eraser hysteria to a desperate aching 
for flawlessness—or at least an appearance 
thereof. It's simple, really: one neurotic, 
emotionally repressed successchild-to-
be plagued by draconian parents whose 
idea of affection consists of mandatory 
piano lessons and 529 plans + four or 
more erasers untainted by 
revision or bronzy skin = 
an ostensible absence of 
error and, by extension, 
long sought validation of 
self-worth. Seems pretty 
airtight. Still, you prefer to 
wear your inadequacies on 
your sleeve. Self-depreca-
tion, judiciously practiced, 
makes for a solid suit of 
armor. Humility, you find, 
is less demanding than 
hope, and nowhere near as 
dangerous. 
On the other 
hand, this obsession with 
preserving a pencil's dainty, undersized 
"head" could very well be a simple Freud-
ian slip—a classic penis-pencil muddling, 
as it were. You wonder for a moment if 
the father of psychoanalysis reacted to 
perico the same way you and your fellow 
partaking undesirables sometimes do. 
You wonder if he ever lost 13 pounds in 
three days, if perhaps he too suffered from 
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nosebleeds that dyed steaming shower 
water dark red every morning, the thick 
streams retreating into the rusted drain 
bearing no tangible resemblance to the 
chocolate syrup used in Psycho. You 
wonder if John Belushi ever rummaged 
through the Pop-Tart wrappers and unpaid 
parking tickets in his glove compartment 
for upwards of 26 minutes in search of a 
residue-lined plastic baggie to rub against 
his gums. You wonder if Aaron Sorkin 
was ever pulled over and forced to swal-
low three solid rocks the size and color 
(if not quite the weight) of golf balls. You 
wonder if Thomas Edison ever phoned a 
close friend a month out of a Guadalajara 
rehab center at 4:15a.m. on a Tuesday and 
invited him over to kill a fucking eightball. 
You wonder if Stephen King ever endured 
the paralyzing sensation that seizes you 
after one too many key shots, robbing you 
of equanimity and the power of coherent 
speech, which you and the homies simply 
take to calling the stuckness. You wonder 
if Whitney Houston ever fell under its 
spell, if perhaps she ever thought to rem-
edy it by racking two or three or six more 
lines, stealing her sister's car, speeding, 
retreating under the weight of an intoxi-
cating downpour before losing control, ca-
reening across four lanes of a waterlogged 
two-way street, and plowing into the dying 
hedges and three feet of humble brick 
wall in front of a house inhabited by a 
woman in her early fifties with a full head 
of curly brown hair and uncomfortably 
sympathetic eyes that tell Whitney she too 
has ruined her fair share of front yards. 
Doubtful, you admit to yourself. Hunter 
S. Thompson, on the other hand.. .surely 
he had gotten into some shit like that. 
You're willing to bet he was familiar with 
the dreaded stuckness. All too familiar. 
You wonder for a moment if Richard 
Pryor, the only known Survivor of a semi-
successful self-immolation, ever picked up 
a Schedule II narcotic for his mother, if 
perhaps he ever knowingly and deceitfully 
accepted more feria from her than the 
cost of the amount she asked for—so much 
more, in fact, that he was able to pick up a 
sack for himself and still have enough for 
a pack of Marlboro Red lOOs. 
Return periodically to the Gospel Accord-
ing to John. 
1:14 - The Word became flesh and 
made his dwelling among us. . - 
3:19 - This is the verdict: Light has come 
into the world, but people loved dark-
ness... 
Finessing some classmate foolish enough 
to trust you with one of their state-of-
the-art transcriptional tools proves less 
of a challenge than you anticipate. You 
make a sport of it. Needless to say, every 
unspoiled white eraser that falls into your 
spiteful hands is worn down, reduced with 
a burning enmity to an unemployable 
black nub, abraded against the gum-strewn 
underside of your desk, against the tat-
tered soles of what was once your gleam-
ing white pair of high-top Air Force Ones, 
against the dry and delicate forearm of its 
owner. 
Why, you occasionally ask your-
self, do you insist on being such a petty 
cunt? Well, in your defense, you do return 
the pencils. Eventually. But, more impor-
tantly: fuck those self-important, tight-ass, 
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bitch-made punks. That's why. They glare 
at you from a safe distance, mocos and 
hauteur spilling from their almond eyes 
like torrents of murky rain water escaping 
spuriously untarnished downspouts. 
The pencils you pocket are over-
sized, overpriced, overrated, impossible to 
grasp. You pity them. You pity all material 
objects which (through no apparent fault 
of their own) seem to inherit the qualities, 
the dispositions, the sums and substances 
of their owners, of their creators. 
Pity is soon swallowed by nos-
talgia as you are flooded with memories 
of your father's DeWalt Digital AM/FM 
Radio Ear Muffs. They too were more to 
him than a tool, more than a simple yard 
work companion. This fool was trans-
ported the moment he slipped them on. 
Pinche viejo with a four inch vertical and 
a weakness for pan dulce was suddenly 
Michael Jordan at the 1988 Slam Dunk 
Contest, the ear muffs his White Cement 
Ills. And like their owner, the damn 
things were clumsy, outworn, thick with 
sweat and envy, surprisingly durable to 
boot. Just as your pops and his pops and 
his pops before him wore their age plainly 
in patches of gray hair and ridged fore-
heads, so too were the earmuffs dated by 
faded black skin, chipped yellow trim, and 
a crooked antenna. The beat-up head gear 
constituted nothing less than the unof-
ficial insignia of the lunch-pail patriarchy—
and he rocked that shit like a crown. Just 
never in front of company. 
Tu pinche pobre papa did his 
best to convince people that he wasn't 
one steep traffic ticket, one uninsured 
ambulance ride, one more unplanned 
pregnancy away from being evicted. Put 
simply, your father's class performance 
was painfully inconsistent with his class  
position. Your class position. 
But whatever, Esos chinos on 
easy street can keep their fancy shit. You 
prefer your dull, gnawed-on No. 2 anyway. 
Pick up The Color Purple. Set it back 
down. Americanah? Almost. But no. Not 
worth the time, according to your jefe. 
Read Ralph Ellison's Invisible 
Man. Pa says you should stick to reading 
one of your own. Rudolfo Anaya, maybe. 
Nothing against the prieto personally. 
Their shit just "ain't really for us, you 
know?" He's right, you decide. Bless Me, 
Ultima is more your speed. Our speed. 
Whatever that means. 
You might flirt with Charles 
Murray's The Bell Curve. 
Your recurring rendezvous with the vice-
principal's daughter in the girl's restroom 
is compromised. Again. Evidently your 
faith in your barely pubescent peers' ca-
pacity for discretion was sorely misplaced. 
Not your proudest moment, to 
be sure. Still, in the weeks that follow you 
can't help but feel a little taller with every 
wink and wolf-whistle. Every diiicck, yer 
fucken wild, foo! Every damn, wassup, 
sucio?! Every whisper, giggle, blush and 
suggestive glance from females a year 
your senior who up until now didn't 
really know or care who you were. These 
public reminders of your transgression, 
you realize some time later, don't have 
the same juice-boosting effect on your co-
conspirator. Quite the opposite, actually. 
Not that you give a shit. In accordance 
with Machismo praxis, your misbehavior 
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propels you up the social hierarchy, about 
which (contrary to what you tell yourself) 
you do give a shit. Desperately. You hardly 
even notice when the bright morenita 
doesn't return the following semester. 
It's not long before you become 
intimately acquainted with a long-legged 
Jewish-Mexican cheerleader with purple 
braces, an unevenly pronounced set of 
dimples, and Hayley Williams-inspired 
hair that spills across her face and over 
her left eye. Distractions like these make 
it considerably difficult to care about 
pencils, erasers, long dead cokeheads, or 
anything else, really. You find yourself 
preoccupied with the intoxicating texture 
of your sweaty, callused palms and fingers 
fattened by a few too many dislocations in 
contradistinction to her pillow-soft, bare 
breasts. At thirteen, her budding chest 
rivals that of most of your teachers—with 
the notable exception of Mrs. Brook's 
silicone-based warheads, of course. 
5:19 - Very truly I tell you, the Son can 
do nothing by himself, 
he can do only what he sees his Father do-
ing, because whatever the Father does the 
Son also does. 
8:44 - You belong to your father, the 
devil, and you want to carry out your 
father's desires. He was a murderer from 
the beginning, not holding to the truth, 
for there is no truth in him. When he 
lies, he speaks his native language, 
for he is a liar and the father of lies. 
The number of black students at your 
school: a grand total of three and a half. 
You're pretty sure the female track/soccer 
phenom is only half-black. Shit, half of 
your tios are darker than her. 
With breathtaking obtusity (char-
acteristic of punk-ass chavalitos your age) 
you gauge her blackness as though it were 
an empty ingredient. As though being 
half-black in 1787 counted for anything 
more in America than three-fucking-fifths. 
As though being half-black in 1887 spared 
a single soul from the age-old American 
tradition of raping and castrating and re-
ducing human beings to flesh-and-blood-
based ornaments. As though being half-
black in 1987 made them anything more 
in your father's eyes than dirty deadbeat 
bangers and crack-fiends and lazy, parasitic 
fucking welfare queens. As though half-
black isn't black enough to elicit a "fuck-
ing mayate" muttered violently under your 
breath when you pass her in the hall. As 
though half-black isn't quite black enough 
to prompt you and the homies to throw a 
fucking banana at her face during lunch. 
As though raza, y cultura, y raices could 
ever be measured, quantified, stratified, 
understood. 
But this shit won't occur to you 
for quite some time. For now, in classic 
two-face fashion, you front like you're not 
at all bitter about this mixed chick being 
chosen to deliver a speech on race and 
identity at an upcoming school assembly. 
"Yo. You should speak on 
Brother Malcolm," you suggest. The words 
leave a sour taste in your mouth. 
"Who?" she asks, with what you 
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interpret as hostile indifference. 
You let out a condescending 
chuckle, lacking the nerve, if not the 
impulse, for a full-throated scoff. That 
figures, you think to yourself. 
Every day feels longer, flatter, more insipid 
than the last. Your reading diet soon 
consists of little more than Immortal 
Technique, Jedi Mind Tricks, and Aesop 
Rock lyrics. Pain killer parachuting how-
to's and cold water extraction techniques 
on bluelight.org. 
10:30 - I and the Father are one. 
As you drift aimlessly through the twilight 
of adolescence and approach the unforgiv-
ing cusp of adulthood, you realize it isn't 
all it's cracked up to be. Not by a fucking 
long shot. 
This is good. Feed your frustra-
tions. Get angry. Outraged. Vindictive 
even. Fan the searing flames of your indig-
nation at every opportunity. Regret, resent-
ment, misdirected grievances, debilitating 
self-doubt, generations worth of inherited 
ignorance and hate—these, you will find, 
are the lifeblood of every failson, every 
ne'er-do-well, every hopelessly unaccom-
plished hypocrite up to his neck in debt 
and benzos and WWII documentaries. 
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Secluded Shadows 
by Emerson Little 
Medium: photography 
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Afro Samurai 
by Lauren Swintek 
Medium: Charcoal, Digital 
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Miriam 
by Alejandro Roggero 
Medium: 50mm DSLR 
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Ethereal Elements 
by Emerson Little 
Medium: Photography 
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Eliza 
by Lauren Swintek 
Medium: Gouache, Digital 
Design, after Gustav Klimt 
by Ashley 'Nessa' Mora 
Medium: Watercolor, Ink, Gold-
leaf, Digital 
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Lauren Blazey is trying her best. 
Isa Castillo is a second year Mellon Mays Undergraduate Research Fellow 
at Whittier College who studying Spanish and Latinx studies. In her free 
time you can find her reading poetry, going to Zumba classes, playing 
with her cat or curating a killer Instagram feed. 
Sarah Dorsey is second year psychology major with a love for literature. 
They really enjoy taking English classes and consider themselves an avid 
writer. 
CJ Esparza is a third year English and Philosophy double major with a 
minor in History. She is a Mellon Mays Undergraduate Research Fellow 
and a member of the Palmer Society. Her proudest moments at WC oc-
curred this past year, after being inducted into the history honors society 
Phi Alpha Theta in the fall and the English honors society Sigma Tau 
Delta in the spring. 
Christopher Espinosa is a fourth-year English major. He has served 
Whittier College as an Orientation Leader, as an intern for the '(/hit-
tier Scholars Program and at DigLibArts by digitizing the collection of 
Senior Project submissions. Christopher is also a Teaching Assistant at 
the Broadoaks School, an Ambassador to the Admissions Office, and a 
Transfer Peer Mentor. 
Miranda Fonseca is still trying to write more poems than Emily Dickin-
son and Sylvia Plath combined. Stay tuned... 
Patrice Gomez is a fourth year English Major with a Psychology Minor. 
She loves writing poetry and reading during her free time. Her favorite 
moment of this school year was going to San Miguel in Jan Term for the 
Poetry Festival. 
Ariel Horton is second-year student studying Creative Writing and The-
atre Performance. I am a poet, an actor, a doting dog-mom, and a lover of 
all things Art. I also like the color yellow and every flavor of cake. 
Ariana Juarez is a mystery. 
Maggie Keller is a second year Child Development major and English 
minor at Whittier College. They have not been writing poetry long, but 
since taking a poetry class last semester they have found a love for it. 
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Samuel Landa is a fourth year Spanish Tutor Coordinator, president of 
M.E.Ch.A. and Upsilon Pi, and student at Whittier College. He works 
with feelings that are felt and unspoken, and wants to unlock the box 
that is locked in the back of the mind. 
Emerson Little is a second-year studying Digital Art and Media Produc-
tion through the Whittier Scholars Program. His favorite food is jello. 
Mei Mel Liu is a third year student at 'Whittier College majoring in Eng-
lish with an emphasis in Creative Writing. She is the winner of both the 
2017 and 2018 Whittier College Annual Scholarly Writing Contest. She 
won second place in the 2017 West Chester Poetry Conference's Myong 
Cha Son Haiku Competition and first place in the 2018 Annie's Coffee 
House Poetry Competition. 
Gabriella Lockwood is jazzed about film. 
Isabel Montero is a second-year English major from Whittier, CA. She 
enjoy writing poetry and reading in her free time. 
Ashley 'Nessa' Mora is real damn tired right about now. 
Gabriel Perez is a fourth-year currently pursuing a BA in Political Science 
with a minor in English. A Xicano native of Southern California, his 
poetry and fiction dissect the family as a social unit, and explore the ways 
in which the violences of racial prejudice, patriarchy, and poverty bleed 
into our identities, infect the narratives we inherit and internalize, and 
ultimately cripple our social consciousness and ability to self-actualize. 
Riley Ramirez is a current second year studying English and film. An 
active filmmaker and writer, Riley continues his passion for film and his 
aspirations for academics. 
Alejandra Roggero dedicates most of her work to her grandmother, 
Maria Guadalupe Aldana de Siañez (1934 - 2019) and her childhood in 
Montebello, CA. What is not dedicated to her grandmother and her 
hometown is for GJP. She is a proud Xicana, a Postcolonial Studies major 
and Narrative Journalism minor, and she graduates in 2019. 
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Tori O'Campo a second-year English major and work for the Quaker 
Campus newspaper as the Arts and Entertainment Section Editor. 
J asmin Oceguera is poet, a writer, and a dramatic storyteller. She is 
currently a Senior at 'Whittier College and is majoring in English with an 
emphasis in Creative Writing. When she is not telling stories she can be 
found reading YA novels and sipping Boba. 
Ethan Trejo is an English and Political Science double major. This 
musician of eleven years sings in all three choirs on campus and the 
Opera Workshop group. He also plays in the Jazz, Brass, and Handbell 
Ensembles. 
Kristi Weyand is a first-year English and Political Science double major. 
She has a passion for all things creative, yet absolutely no follow through. 
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